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In „ MONUMENT: to our late 8 . 5 
CHARLES Il. of ever. bleſſed Memory. 


+ 


« Dum' juga montis aper, fluvios dum piſcis amabir, 
« 'Dimque thymo paſcentur apes, dum rore cicadz ; 
% Semper Honos, Nomengue tuum, Laudeſque mane- 
bunt. 


N * Sie canimus len, 1275 ſint Conſule dignz.” Ving. R 


4 8 7 
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To the immortal-Fame'of-our late dread Sovereign 

King CHARLES II. of ever bleſſed Meniory;- 
and to the ſacred Majeſty of the moſt auguſt 
and mighty Prince JAMES II. now by the 
Grace of God King of England, Scotland, 
France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, 
Ee. this following Poe is in all humility dedi- 
cated by his ever wc and obedient Subject 


and Serrant. . O. 0 T WAV. 
: 4 8 * e „ B77 3 Toke fy 7 5 Y N 
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Prov GH aa d 
And Troy does ftilt in Homer's numbers live: 


Ho dare I touch thy praiſe, thou glorious frame, 
Which muſt be deathloſias thy raiſer's num +7 


In | B 2 But 


4 OTWwAY's POEMS. 


But that I wanting fame am ſure of thine = 3 


To eternize this humble ſong of mine ? | 
At lead the memory of that more than man, 
From whoſe vaſt mind thy glories firſt began, Y 
Shall ey'n my mean and worthleſs verſe commend, 


For wonders always did his name attend. 10 


Though now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, and laurels from it riſe, 

Great were the toils attending the command Y 
Of an ungrateful and a ſtiff. neck'd land, 


Which, grown too wanton, *cauſe *twas over-bleſt, is 


Would never give its nurſing fathe reſt ; 
But, having ſpoil'd the edge of ill-forg'd law, 


By rods and axes had been kept in awe; | 
But that his gracious hand the ſceptre held. 
In all the arts of mildly guiding fkill'd; 20 


Whodawehole engines wheel ind us move, 
Lewy the vile ways we did t aflick him take, | 2795 
And watch'd what haſte we did to ruin make; 


Yet when upon its brink we ſcem'd to ſtand, 2s 25 


ren I e 
Yet thall ebe live, and laurels thence ariſe. 
Mercy 's indeed the attribute of heaven, 


For gods have power to keep the balance even, 30 


Which if kings Jooſe, how can they govern well 7 


. Compaſſhon-'s elſe a kingdom's greateſt harm ; 


. 
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WIND SOA CASTLE. dy 


And round the throne themſelves in tumults ſpread, vs 
To heave the crown from a long-ſufferet's head. 
By example this that godlike king once knew, | 

And after, by experience, found too true. 
Under Philiſtian lords we long had mourn'd, 

When he, our great Deliverer, return j 40 
But thence the deluge of our tears did ceaſe;: 
The royal dove ſhew'd us ſuch marks of peace: 
And when this land in blood he might have laid, 
Brought balſam for the wounds ourſelves had made. 
Though now (alas 1) in the ſad grave he lies; 45 
Yet ſhall his praiſe forever live, and laurels from it riſe. 
— Then matrons bleſs'd him as he paſe d along, 
And triumph echo'd through th' enfranckis'd thaong 
On his each hand his royal brothers ſhone, 
Like two ſupporters of Great Britain's throne: $6 
The firſt, for deeds of urme, renown'd as fu 
As Fame cer flew to tell great tales of wary; 
Of nature generous, and of ſtedfuſt mind,. 
Ae themes e eee e 1 Bis 
Youbful in u ase, unk üs een ed oi; : 3 
True to his friends; as watchful oer his foes, | 
And 4 juſt value upon zach befrows ?: 


Slow to condemn; nor partial to commend; 

Inn GUN 1 g4 ba 
"66 

Row judy faite on a fmperid] chrome, . 

In which high Gere no dr gte far cer bene. 

: f * . 42 TY + 'B * 9 3 16 — | 


6 yYOTWAY'S P;ORALTS 
; great pattern, and-rebellion's dread. 
; homes mary og bruiſe that 1 +> 
Till all his foes their juſt confuſion meet, 6 
The ſecond, ſor debates in council fit, 
Of ſteady judgment and deep piereing wit: 
To all the nobleſt heighits of learning bred, 137 ett 
Both men and books with curious ſearch had read; 7 
Fathom'd the ancient policies of Greece, 4 
And having form'd from all one curious piece, 
And could with eaſe direct the heavy weight. r 
But aneithew rr 
And never fince ſeem'd perfectiy appeas d- be «a 
For, oh! what pity, people bleſs'd as we 
With plenty, peace, ant noble liberty, ũ 
Should ſo much of our ald diſeaſe retain, _.- 
To make us ſurfeit into ſlaves again! 7 * 
| Slaves to thoſe tyrant Jonds whoſe yoke we bore, | 2 
And ſerv'd ſo baſe bondage to:before; oP 
Net twas out curſe, that bleſſings flow'd too faſt, | 
Or we had appetites too coarſe —_—_—_ 
Fond Iſraelites, our manna to refuſe, 85 
And Egypt's loathſome fek-yw murmuring hue. A 
Great Charles'faw this, yet huſh'd his 1 
Though much the lion in bis boſom preſt : 
But he for fway ſeem d ſo by nature made, 
"Fharkis own pullwbetivem him, and obeys. £ * 


4 . 4 * +4 


Tue d of rl farce dan is band: 


WINDSOR, CAST * 1 

stem majeſty upon bis brow wight Gt, _ rug 47 
But ſmiles, ftill playing round it, mad je Gott | 140 
So finely mix d, had Nature dar'd t afford | 
One leaſt perfection more, h' had been 4 1% ha 
Merciful, juſt, .good-natur'd, liberal, brave, 
Witty, and pleaſure's friend, yet not her — ; 

The paths of life by nobleſt methods trod 
Of mortal mold. but in his mind a god. n 
Though now (alas!) 99 

Yet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, and laurels from i iſe ; 

In this great mind long he his cares rk 5 1 

And long it was ere the great mind reſolv ſjjñ̃k 
Till wearineſs at laſt his thoughts a” 1056 
Peace was the chair and e ae year clans, 
But, oh! entre 

Through all this iſle — is Goon 8 _ 
Nothing ſo hard as 'wiſh'd+for peace to find. 2 
The elements due order here maintain, +4140 
And pay their tribute in of warmth and rains Nb 
Cool ſhades and ſtreams, rich fertile lands abound, 
And Nature's bounty flows the ſeaſons roun. 
But we, a wretched race of men, thus bleſt. 
Of ſo much happineſs (if known, enen 14276 
Miſtaking every nobleſt uſe of life, 557 
Left beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender wife, 3 
For the unwholſome, brawling harlot, — 5 
The man in power, by wild ambition 4 rr 


el Envy'd all honours on another's head ; r l 8 21 


And, to ſupplant ſome rival, by his * T 
. 6 1 ought to — A 
The 
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The priefs, who kita eee, Wess d. 
Sought filken robes and fat voluptuous eaſe ; ? 

So, with ſmall labours in the vineyard ſhown, o 
Forſook God's harveſt to improve their own. 1 
That dark #higma (yet ubriddled) Law, 


| Inftead 6f doing right and giving awe, + Dr 7 


Kept open lifts, and at the noiſy bar, — 
Four times a year proclaim'd a civil war, 1230 
Where daily kinſman, father, ſon, and brother, 
Might damn their ſouls to ruin one another. e 
Hence cavils roſe . 
From falſe religions and corrupted laws; | 
Till fo at laſt rebellion's baſe was laid, | "oy 
And God or king no longer were obey'ds 
But that good angel whoſe ſurmounting power 
Waited great Charles in each emergent hour, 
Againſt whoſe care hell vainly did decree, ——©= 
Nor faſter could defign than that foreſee, 140 
From all its blackeſt arts, was with him now, 
Afur'd him peace muſt be for him deſign d, 
For he was born to give it all mankind. 
By patience, mercies large, and many toils, 143 
In his own zealms to calm inteſtine broils, - 
Thence every root of diſcord to remove, 
And plant us new with unity and love. 
CE e eee 
Where ſlaughter rages, and wild rapine roars ; mw 
To cool their ferments with the charms of peace, 


an 


wan nen unn <4 
Grow all (embrseiag what ſuch frendſhip brings) | 
Like us the people} and like him theft kings, . 


But now (alas!) in the ſad grave he lies  2gk 
Yet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, and laurels from it riſt 

For this affurance pious thanks he paidy 
Then in his mind che beauteous model laid Þ — // 
Of that majeſtic pile, where oft, his care of. 
A-while forgot, he might for eaſe repair: 26d 


Britain's Olympus, where, like awful Jove, _ ö 
He pleas d could fir, and his regards beſtow - r; 
On the-vain, buſy, fwarming world below. 807 
E'en I, the meaneſt of thoſe humble Wwainz, "by 
Who ſang his praiſes through the fence plains, | 
Once in a happy hour was thither led, f 
Curious to fee what Fame fo far had ſpread. HE 
There tell; my Muſe, what wonded/tinn did nfl 
Worthy thy ſong, and his celeſtial mind. 5s 
On which that man of miracles was born, - 
At whoſe great birth appear'd a noon-day ſtar, 
Which prodigy foretold yet many more; 
Did ſtrange eſcapes from dreadful Fate declare, yg 
Nor ſhin'd, but for one greater king before. 
Though now (alas!) in the fad grave he lies, 
Vet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, and laurels from ic riſꝭ 
For this great day were equal joys prepar d. 
The voice of triumph on the hills was heard; +56 
Redoubled ſhoutings wak'd the echo's round, 
And chearful bowls with loyal yows were Wbwn'di- * 
#4 5 But, 


4 


1 


av _JvwXTWAYTSBQERMES.-: 
But, above all, within thoſe lofty t wers, 5 
Where glorious Charles then ſpent —— ankzg 
Joy wore a ſolemn, though a ſmiling; face; _ * 
Nous gay, but yet majeſtic, as the place; 
Tell then, my Muſe, what wonders thou didſt find 
Worthy thy ſong and his celeſtial mind. 1 
Within a gate of ſtrength, „ 
Has outworn Time, and the records of Fame, TO 
| RE EE os cy 
Aſſembling prophets their devotions pay, 
In prayers and hymns to heaven's eternal * TIE = 
The cornet, flute, and ſhawme, aſſiſting as they fing. 
Here Iſrael's myſtic ſtatutes they recount,, 19 
To the bleſt goſpel of that glorious lord, 
Whole preciovs e Gration-bee reftarts. .. an) 
Here ſpeak, my Muſe, eee, 
Worthy thy ſong and his celeſtial mind. 200 
Within this dome a fſhining + chapel 's rais d, 
Too noble to be well deſerib'd or prais c. 
Before the door, fix d in an awe profound, ö 
- 1 Rto0d, and gaz d with pleaſing wonder round, 
When one approach'd who bore much ſober grace, 105 
Order and ceremony in his face; wed. + 
ing.rod did his Seed right hand. poize, ..- 
A badge of. rule and terror 0'er the boys 
His left 2 — 4 


* } 
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WINDSOR CASTLE wu 
"This courteous. {quire, obſerving how amaz'd _ * 
My eyes betray'd me as they wildly gaz d. FE 
Thus gently ſpoke : Thoſe banners _ ais'd onhigh 
„ Betoken noble vows of chivalry ;' 

«6 Which here their heroes with religion make, a; 
« When they the enſigns of this order take,” 37 
Then in due method made me underſtand 4 
What honour fam'd St. George had done our land: 
What toils he vanquiſh'd, with what monſters ſtrove; 
Whoſe champions ſince for virtue, truth, and love, 220 
Hang here. their trophies, while their generous aries” 
Keep wrong ſuppreſt, and innocence From harms. 


At this m' amazement yet did greater grow, 
For I had been told all virtue was but ſhow; aid 
That oft bold yillainy had beſt ſucceſs, © la 


As if its uſe were more, nor merit lefs. 
But here I ſaw how it rewarded ſhin d. : 
Tell on, my Muſe, what wonders thou Jian wry | 
Worthy thy ſong and Charles's mighty mind. 
I turn'd around my eyes, and, lo, a fel, 23 

Where melancholy ruin ſeem'd to d well, fr 
The door unhing'd, without or bolt or ward, 

| Seem'd as what lodg'd within found fall regu. 
Like ſome old den, frarce viſited by day, | 4 
Where dark oblivion turk'd 4 2 852 for Pray. _ 


„Ot the Knight of the — . 
+ An old iſle in the church, where tlie banner of 
dead knight 1 is carried, when another * him. 
Ha 
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„ ö TW ANS OEMs. 
Here, in a heap of oohfus' d walte, 1 found 
eglected hatebments tumbled on the ground; 
ſpoils of Time, and triumph of thut fate | 
Which equally on all mankind does wait : = 
The heren level'd_in his humble grave, 2230 
With other men, was now nor great nor brave; 
While here his trophies, like their maſter, lay, 
To darkneſs, worms, and rottenneſs, a prey. 
Urg'd by ſuch thoughts as guide the truly great, 
Perhaps his fate he did in battle meet; | 245 
Fell in his prince's and his country's cauſe ; 
But what his recompence ? A ſhort applauſe, 
Which he ne'er hears, his memory may grace, 
Til, foon forgot, another takes his place. | 
And happy that man's chance who falls in time, 50 
Exe yet his virtue be become his crime: 5 
Nie his abus'd deſert be call'd his pride, 
| Of fools and villains on his ruin ride. 
But truly'bleſt is he, whoſe ſoul can bear 
an det pond bo eo 
Whoſe mind no e e Hors cnn. huke, — 
Who l true eſtimate of life does make, 5 
Knows tis uncertain, frail, and will have end, 
d to that proſpect ſtill his thoughts does bend; 5 
Who, though his right a ſtronger power invade, 260 


Though fate oppreſs, and no man give him aid, 
Chrer'd with th afſurance that be there ſhall find 


Reſt from all toils, and no remorſe of mind; 3 
Can Fortune's ſmiles deſpiſe, her frowns out-brave, = 
For who 's „ a 


265 


WIND$0R CASTLE. * 
But if immortal apy thing remeinn 
Rejoice, my Muſe, and ftrive that end to | 9 
Thou kind diſſolver of encroaching caſe, 
And caſe of every bitter weight I bear... 
Keep. from my ſoul repining, while I ſing 2 
The praiſe and honour of this glorious king; . ys 
And farther tell what wonders thou didſt find 5 
Worthy thy ſong and his celeſtial mind. _ 3 
Beyond the Dome 4 lofty tower appears... | TO 
a in ſtrength, the work of long · paſt * "75 
Old as his noble ſtem, who there . x” 
And, like his loyalty, without decay. 34 
This goodly ancient frame loaks as it fiood _ al 
The mother pile, and all the reſt her brood. 15 
So careful watch ſeems piouſly to keep, 4580 
While underneath her wings the mighty ſleep; _ 
And they may reſt, ſince + Norfolk there 


Safe in his faithful heart and valiant hands. Les 
But bee 
Large of extent, and fit for goodly eaſe; as 


Where noble order ſtrikes the greedy ſight RL 
With wonder, as it fills it with delight; 3 A 
The maſſy walls ſeem, as the womb of earth, 

Shrunk when ſuch mighty quarries thence had births... _ 
Or by the Theben founder they'd been. mid, 29 
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„ OW AV's POEM S. 
Such ſtrength without does every where abound; 
Within ſüch glory and ſuch ſplendor 's found, 
As man's united {kill had there combin'd | 1 
T' expreſs what one great genius had defien'd. 295 
Thus, when the happy world Auguſtus way d, 
Knowledge was cheriſh'd, and improvement made; 

Learning and arts his empire did adorn, 

Nor did there one neglected virtue mourn; 

Bur, at his call, from fartheſt nations came, 300 
While the immortal Muſes gave him fam. 
Though when her far-ſtretch'd empire flouriſh'd moſt, 
Rome never yet a work like this could boaſt : 0 
No Ceſar efer like Charles his pomp expreſs = 
Nor ever were his nations half fo bleſt: © 703 
Though now (alas!) in the fad grave he 8 
Yet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, and laurels from it riſe. 
Here, as all Nature's wealth to court him preſt, 
Seem'd to attend him Plenty, Peace, and Reſt. 
Through all the lofty roofs * deſtrib'd we find 310 
The toils and (triumphs of his god-like mind 
A theme that might che nobleſt fancy warm, 
And only fit for + his who did perform. 
The walls adorn'd with richeſt Ro " 
Equal to what in temples ſhin'd of old, . 
Ges wil the 1 . of his Sar ty eaſe, 8 


1 | * 
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WINDSOR CASTLE. rx 
Eaſe which he wiſely choſe, when räging amm 
Kept neighbouring nations waking with alarms :t* 
For when wars troubled her ſoft fountains there, 320 


She ſwell'd her fireams, and flow din fifter here: 
With her came Plenty, till our iſle ſeem'd bleſs d 4 
As Canaan's ſhore, where Tſrael's ſons found reſt. | 
Therefore, when critel ſpoilers, who have hurl'd 
Waſte and confulioiithrough the wretched'worll, Pp 
To after-times leave a great hated name, 
The praiſe of Peace ſhall wait on Charles's fame: 
His country's father, through whoſe tender care, 7 
Like a lull'd babe the ſlept, and knew no fra ᷑ 
Who, when ſh* offended, oft would hide his eyes, 330 
Nor ſee, becauſe it griev'd him to chaſtize. 
But if ſubmiſſion brought her to His feet, hr 
With what true joy the penitent he d a 14/4. 3 64 
How would his love tilt with his juſtice firive ! | | 
How parent · like, how fondly he d forgive! 333 
But now (alas 1) in the fad grave he lies, ' x. 
Yet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, and laurels from it riſe- 
Since e eee eee ſtrove” & 
By every art of moſt endearing love, ve: "lag 
For his reward he_had his Britain "Rey | * 
The awe. and envy of the nations round. | f 
Muſe, then ſpeak more what wonders: thou dia find" 
Worthy thy ſong and his celeſtial mind. 8 
Tell now what emulation may inſpire, * 
And warm each Britiſh heart with valle be, 345 
Call all thy ſiſters of the ſacred hill, * 


And by the painter's pemeil guide my n 


F I F 
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„ ODWAY'S venus. 
Deſcribe that lofty. monumental ® hall, 1 } 


Wins Taglpd's piypgts wank the Gjning wall, 

the led captive kings from conquer d Gaul. 

ere when the. ſons of Fame their leader meet, 
And at their feaſts in pompous order fit, | | 
When jhe glpd fprkiing dowd aer the ran. _ 
'A ee eee 
N as a leſſon may their eyes behold ae 
hat their victorious fathers did of old :: 
F 
Here may they es how good old + Eura fat, 
And did his t glorious ſon's arrival wait, as 
When from the fields of vanquiſh'd France he came, 
Folldw'd by ſpoils, and uſher d in by Fame. 
In golden chains he their quell'd monarch let. 
Oh, for ſuch laurels on another bed 
: Yaſoil'd with florh, nor yet o ereloy d with peace, 15 
We had not then learn'd the looſe arts of caſe. 
— —— 
And with no foreign-educations curs d. | 
Their northern metal was preſerv'd with care, © 
Nor ſent for ſaftening into hotter air.” 376 
— OI only come * 
With fallies, vices, and diſeaſes home; F 
But in full purity of health and mind 
Keps up te nobl re of their kind. 
| „Were St, George's Feaſt is kept, 


A ä „ 
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Had not falſe ſenates to thoſe ills diſpos'd 375 
Which long had England's. happineſs oppos d 1 
wur e 28 
All means to ſuch a noble-end'deny'd, © Fo 
To Britain, Charles this glory had reftor'd, 
And thoſe revolted nations own'd their lord. X "to 
But now (alas 1) in the fad grave he lies, 
| Yee bal hi praiſe or ever live, and laurels from 1 un. 
And now ſurvey what *s open to our view, 
Bow down all heads, and pay devotion due, ad 
The * temple by this hero built behold. 3283 
3 oy 94 
Whoſe radiant roof ſuch glory does diſplay, 
We think we fe the heaven to which we pay. OW 
So well the artiſt's band hes chevs dela £3 
This merciful redemption of mankind ; - ys ve 
The bright aſcenſion of the Sen ef Ged, r 
When baik: e yielding fi 6 eee 
With lightning round is hand, A Rar 
de trod. 
Thus e er e Hh dies 
wide. the grand gi of denen heave 5 „, 
A houſe like his he built, and temple rais'd, 
Where his Creator might be fitly prais'dz;  ' / 
With riches too and honours was he crown'd, 
Nor, whilit hi Sets rnd tho hd he is fee}? 
Therefore what once to Iſrael's lord was ſaid, * 
n m 
2211 T © The eee. | 
"op Cc To 
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To Charles's fame für aver ſhall remain, 
Who did as wondrous things; who did as greatly reign. 
Happy were they who could before him ſtand. 
« And r 7 40 


718 


eee 
other nations Britain ſhould be bleſt. _ 
him when baniſh'd from his fire gh, | 
F mater cyg 1 

Then to his throne in triumph did 1 410 
Where never rul'd a wiſer, juſter king. 


A 


But now (alas i) in the ſad grave he lies, 
Tet ſhall his praiſe for ever live, cam ice. 
Thus far the painter's hand did guide the Muſe, / 
No let her lead, nor will he ſure refuſe. 415 
e eee, eee N 
ee eee eee eee 


weten er a.: 
rr 177 


Shew how he fell, -and-whence. the fatal bla n. 
The meecting of a numerous ſemate draw 1 + 
Over their heads a hladł diftemper'd ſky, F x1 21457 Ye -_ 
| Ents fps * 
GC —— 150 
The * ſnakes, and ben favourites there, 
Abr. 1 Then 


0 f 8 
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Then whirl them ({pouting yenom as they fall) 430 
Mongſt the aſſembled. numbers of the hall; 
There into murmuring boſoms let them go, 
Till their infection to confuſion grow: 
Till ſuch bold tumults and diſorders riſe, 
As when de impious ons of cart aſl dhe men 
. ies. - 1435 
|» Bue e at diſtance ſtand, 2 
His crown, upon his head, and ſceptre in his hand; 
To ſend abroad his word, or with a frown _. 
Repel, and daſh th' aſpiring rebels down: _.. 
Unable to behold his dreaded ray, = 
Let them grow blind, diſperſe, and reel away. 
Let the dark fierds the troubled air forſake, 
And all new peaceful order ſeem to take. 
But, oh, imagine Fate t' have waited long 3 
An hour like this, and mingled in the throng, 465 
Rous'd with thoſe furies from her ſcat below, 
T' have watch'd her only time to give the blow: 
When cruel cares, by faithlefs ſubjects bred, 
Too cloſely preſs d his ſacred peaceful head ; | 
With them t* have pointed her deſtroying dart, 659 
Aud through the brain found paſlage to the heart 
Deep-wounding plagues avenging heaven beſtow _ 
On thoſe cure d heads to whom this loſs we owe! 
On all who Charles s heart affliftion gave, 
And ſent him to the ſarraws of the grave! 4335 
Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw + 


The ſaddeſt ſcenes "6 eyes "EA. 5 4 
0 2 — nen 
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4 


» 


= 


„% OTWAY'S POEM Ss. 


How on his royal bed that woeful day 

The much-lamented mighty monarch lay ; 
Great in his fate, and ev'n o'er that a king, 460 
No terror could the Lord of Terrors bring. 
Through many ſteady and well-manag'd years 
He d arm'd his mind gainſt all thoſe little fears, - 
Which common mortals want the power to hide, 
When their mean ſouls and valued clay divide. "465 
He d ſtudy'd well the worth of life, and knew | 

Its troubles many, and its bleffings few: 
Therefore unmov'd did Death's approaches fee, | 

And grew familiar with has deſtiny; & 


Like an acquaintance entertain'd his fate, 470 
Who, as it knew him, ſeem'd content to wait, 
Not as his gaoler, but his friendly guide, PA 


While he for his great journey did provide. 
4. wniee ef bis mined. | 
To his poor mourning people left behind ! 475 
But that I fear will ev'n thy ſkill deceive, T2 
None bur a ſoul like his ſuch-goodneſs could conceive. 
For though a ſtubborn race deſerving ill, 
Yet would he ſhew himſelf a father ſtill. 'F 
Therefore he choſe for that peculiar care, 480 
His crown's, his virtue's, and his mercy's heir. 
„ 
And charg'd him tenderly his flocks to feed; 
To guide them too, too apt to run aſtray,  —+ 
And keep the foxes and the wolves away. 438 
Here, painter, if thou canſt, thy art improve, 
And ſhew the wonders of fraternal love ; 
4 SG | How 
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How mourning James by fading Charles did ſtand, 
The dying graſping the ſurviving hand ; 

How round each other's necks their arms they caſt, py 


Moan'd with endearing murmurings, and embrac'd; 


And of their parting pangs ſuch marks did give, 
Twas hard to gueſs which yet could longeſt live. 
Both their ſad tongues quite loſt the power to ſpeak, 


1 


And their kind hearts ſeetn'd both prepar'd to break. 495 


Here let thy curious pencil next diſplay, 
How round his bed a beauteous offspring lay, 


Like young fierce lions ſtretch'd upon the ground, 


With their great father's bleſſing to be crown'd, _ } v 


And in majeſtic filent ſorrow drown'd. 500 


(This done, ſuppoſe the ghaſtly minute nich, 
And paint the griefs of the fad ftanders-by ;z; 


Th' unweary'd reverend father's pious care,  - | 


Offering (as oft as tears could ſtop) a prayer. 


Of kindred nobles draw a ſorrowing train, $05 


| FFC 
How from each groan of his, deriving ſmart, 
Each fetch'd another from a tortur'd heart. 

Mingled with theſe, his faithful ſervants how, 


With different lines of woe in every face: $10 
With downcaſt heads, ſwoln breaſts, and . eyes, 


And qe toy - e 
But yet there ſtill remains a taſk behind, 
In which thy readieſt art may labour find. 


(Bux where Yu ns toon may rec Kr ears) 


At diſtance let the mourning queen appear, 18 


* 5 1 
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Pleading with prayer the tender cauſe of love: 
Shew troops of angels hovering from the kx  — 
(For they, whene'er nan, were always ob); 52” 
Wich looks — Hine like n 
Becauſe they know her lord's great doom is ſeal d, 
And cannot (though the aſks it) be repeal' C00. 
By this dme m the work-of Fate i done, 5 
So any farther fad deſcription ſhun. = 
Shew him not pale and breathleſs FRO I 
would make all gazers- on thy art fall dead; 
Aud thou thyſelf to-fuctt a-ſcene of woe 
Add a new piece, and thy own ſtatue grow. © 530 
Wipe therefore ull on pencils, and prepare | 
To draw a profpect now of clæarer air. Fy 1 N 
Paint in an eaſtern ky new dawning day, 
The forms of many ſmiling years to come, "535 
Juſt ripe for birth, and tabouring from their womb ; bf 


Fach fruggling which ſhall elderſhip/ obtain, | 


= To be i Janer%. _ 
Place too/the charming punter of it there. . 
Oer his their wings let Fame and Triumph pred, | 
And ſoft-cy'd Cupits bover o'er her bed; | | 
In has, paint ſmiling, yet majeſtic grace, _—_ grey 15 
Bus all the wealth of beauty in her face. 
Then from the different corners of the cartk Fot * 3 
Defcribeiapplauding nations roming forth, : 
: Homage 


7 4 * 
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Homage to pay, Ae == 1 95 
And awn auſpicious omens from his rein. 
Set at long diſtance his contrafted foes . 
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppoſe ; 550 
Draw ſhame or mean deſpair in all thein eyes, 
And terror leſt th' avenging hand ſhould riſe. 
But where his ſmiles extend, draw beauteous peace, 


The poor man's chearful toils, me Ben ape 
Here, ſhepherds piping. to cheir feeding ſheep, .-/ E 
Or ſtretch'd at length in their warm huts aſleep ; . / 
There jolly hinds ſpread vgb che ſolery feli, 
Reaping ſuch harveſts as their tillage * 

Or ſhelter d from the ſcorchings of the fun, \ of 
Their labours ended, and repaſt begun; 2 560 
Rang'd on green banks, which they themſelves 4 Ia 
Singing their own content, and ruler's praiſe. ..-- 
Draw beauteous meadows, gardens, groves, and 22 ers, 
Where Contemplation, beſt may paſs her hours: | 
Fill'd with chaſte lovers plighting conſtant hearts,.. 56s 
Rejoicing Muſes, and encourag'd Arts. * 
Draw every thing like thig that thought can fraws, 
Beſt ſuiting with thy theme, great James's fame. 
Known for the man who from his youthful years, 
Whoſe conquering arm far-envy'd wonders wrought, - 
When an ungrateful people's cauſe he fought ;; _ 
When for their rights he his brave ſword employ'd, 
Who in return would have his rights deſtroy'd : 


But heaven ſuch injur'd merit did regard 575 


(As heaven in time true virtue will reward); 


* 
©. ad 


' 0 T w A y's 2 P 'O E M i 8. 7 
so to a throne by Providence Was 
And all who e ls, were Providenee's foes. 
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DI but lock and love a-while, 
Tos but for one half-hour ; 

And now I have'no power. 
"Enough to melt the coldeſt ice, 

e 

* 3 

Pf would your pity give my heart | os a ft | 
* One corner of your breaſt, =” 


2 
3 


— 
* * 
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5 THE 
POET's COMPLAINT or HIS MUSE: 
r 
iy SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS. 


= $i quid haben ver vatum prin, vram,” | 


To the Right Hinourable' Tuco Earl of 
"Oz 80ny, Baton of Moor Park, Knight of the 


moſt Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 


MY LORD, 
1 never any man had more need of excuſe 

for a preſumption of this nature than I have now ; 
yet, when I have laid out every way to; find one, your 
lordſhip's goodneſs muſt be my beſt refuge: and there- 
fore I humbly mn this u your feet for yrotelticn, and 
myſelf for pardon. _ . 
My Lord, I have great need of protection for to 
the beſt of my heart I have here publiſhed in fome- 
meaſure the truth, and I would have it thought honeſtly 
too (a practice never more out of countenance than 
now): yet truth and honour are thingswhich your lord- 
ſhip muſt needs be kind e — 
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*Twould be a ſecond preſumption in me to pretend 
in this a panegyric on your lordſhip ; for it would re- 
quire more art to do your vitue)uſtice, than to flatter 
any. other man. | Fa 

Il I have ventured at a hint of the preſent ſufferings 
of that great prince mentioned in the latter end of this 
paper, with favour from your lordſhip I hope to add a 
ſecond part, and do all thoſe great and good men 
juſtice, that have in his calamities ſtuck faſt to fo 
gallant a friend and ſo good a maſter. To write and 
finiſh which great ſubject faithfully, and to be honoured 
with your lordſtip's patronage in what I may do, and 
your approbation, or at DEMONS * 1 hid | 
Pr "SI 

= WE iO 5 
Your moſt humble admirer and fervant, -- 
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Where only heath, coarſe fern, * 

5 Where (nipt by. piercing air) 7 14 
The $ocks — nes or pra 4 wo 
Led by upcomtbithoughts and care, . 
Which did too much his penſve mind amaze, + 
A wandering bard, whoſe Muſe was crazy grown, 
Cloy'd with the navſcons follies of the buzzing town, + 
Came, look d about him, ſigh d, and laid himdown; F > 


* 5 WT # bis Twas 
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Twas far from any path, but where the earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth, 
1 ES 
Late eee 
With fruitful trees after their kind, and it was ſo. 
The whiſtling winds blew fiercely round his head, 
4/87 err 


Aloft his eyes on che wide haanens he caſt, 10 


Where we are told Peace only rn 
And as he did its hopeleſs diſtance ſee, 
Sigh'd —_ eee „ mak 
Enid C21 439 * ee 151 4 
der ended there his moan: 
Had been enough 0 giv hm pain duns, 
Deſpai Þ eee en ene e 0 
The eckig us had dream d 10 fa « . 
As left a path worm by their ng |. 
| Swoln was his breaſt with ſighs, his ell. 
proportion d limbs as uſeleſs fell, 
n (unable to ſuſtain 
Itſelf) lay rackt, CINE — 


* 


. 


I heard e mene * 
"What the fad cauſe could be * 


Hal orefs'd his ſtate ſo low, and mis d his plaints ſo high. 
. V On 


— 
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wn fo forlorn ? he vainly rd. 4 
Peace to his mind I did commend | 


A "nb my words were hardly ut an end, 
When I perceiv'd it was my friend 
My much-lov'd friend; ſo down I fat, 
| And begg d that I might ſhare hĩs fate: 
Reben 
of fghs he . his . and thus began his tale 


. ae e at race . 

My pars not obſcure, nor high in titles were, 
They left me heir to no diſgrace. 

My father was (a thing now rare) 
The pledge of marriage-vows was only I 
eee bee eee ane, ern 
They fone t raiſe my mind, and with ug heir yy. 
| The gage, dt inftrudted me in , F 


And knowledge, oft would praiſe my parts, 

And chear my parents longing hearts. 
0 When I was call'd to a diſpute, 
K ˙ IIATRS tained; 7 

Their hearts from'me; nor Pride diftemper mine, 
i Thus my firſt years'in happineſs I paßt, | } | 
e nv Appl 


But, oh! deadly potion came at laſt, | 
"$443 | | 
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As I lay looſely on my bed, | 
A thouſand pleaſant thoughts triumphing in my head, | 
And as my ſenſe on the rich banquet fed, | 
A voice (it ſeem'd no more, ſo buſy 1 r 
Was with myſelf, I ſaw not who was nigh) 
Pierc'dthrough my ears; Ariſe, thy good Senander'sdead, 
It ſhook my brain, mm 
ſenſes 6 
| IV. 


Nn i uneaſy fears, 
And anxious doubts of what I had to do, 
The world was wide, but whither ſhould, I go? 

I, whoſe blooming hopes all wither'd were, 
Who d little fortune, and a deal of cares? 
T0 B great metropolis I ſtray d, | 
| Where Fortune's general game isplay'd; 

Wen ee wht eee 755 
But fools and knaves are 96-42 eee 
Wann ek; 
| A convenſs.equal 40y mind: 
But by raw judgment eaſily miſled, 
t (( (A giddy callow boys 
Are very fond of toys) 
Ii n eee their ſtead 
On every ſort of vanity I fed. 
Gay coxcombs, cowards, knaves, and prating fools, 
Bullies of o' er- grown bulks and little ſouls, . 
Gameſters, half-wits, and ſpendthrifts (ſuch as think 
mee 
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4 - Are/gatlantry and wit, 


— wnderdmatings tt). 
1 at leaſt I ſpent, 
To all their fulſome follies moſt incorrigibly bent; 


_ mm at the laſt, myſelf more to abuſe, 
I grew in love with a deceitful Mule. | | 


. — . ; - 2 1 7 *; 
& i FETT 
* V. . 4 
CY 


No fair deceiver ever us'd ſuch charms, 
TER EN and win his heart: 
Or, when ſhe had him in her arms, 
Secur d his love with greater art. 
— — (as poets always do) 
No beauty with my Muſe s might compare. 1 
. and on her front ſat — 
- Awful, yet kind; ſevere, yet fair. 
Upon her head a crown ſhe bore 
Of bre, which th old me fhuld be wine + 
+ = And round her ivory neck ſhe wore 
A rope of largo pearl Each part of her did ſhine 
Wich jewels and with gold, | 


Nutmmberleſs to be told; 


Which in imagination as I did behold, 
And lo d, and wonder d more and more, 


Said ſhe, Theſe riches all, my darling, 1 


Riches which never poet had before. 
me'to-raiſe my fortune and my name, 


She 


By yes and Ins: © 
How hard they were to ba, how dificlt hold. 


Thos 
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Thus by the afts of "this molt ux 
- -Deluder was I caught, 5 


- 


| Tower bowing bondage brought. © 
Eternal conſtancy we ſwore, 
A thouſan@'times our vows were doubled oer: 
And as we did in our entrancements lie, ' 
I thought no pleaſure cer was wrought ſo high, 
No pair ſo happy as my Mule and of 9 
ö VI. ; 
Neeber was young lovg half 6 fo fond 
Or could of half my pleafure am 
| We never met but we enjoy'd, 
Still tranſported, never cloy d. | 
Chambers, cloſets, fields, and groves, 
| Bore witneſs of -ourigdaily loves; 
2 „ane every tree 
You nn of our endearments ſee. 
Diſtichs, poſes, and the pointed bies 
f * (ane when a poet men . 
| His Muſe's caterwauling fits) 
You might on every rhind behold, and ſwear 
I WW been at it there. x 
Nay, by my Muſe too T was bleſt 


Wirk offsprings-of the choiceſt kinds, 
Such as have pleas'd the nobleſt l 
And been hy by judgments of the beſt. 
But in chis moſt tranſporting height, 
Nr 
** 2 All 
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I round me look d, and found myſelf alone ; 
My faithleſs Muſe, my faibleſs Muſe, was gone : 
ah try'd if I a verſe could ome 2 
Oft Lin vain invok'd my Clio's. name. | 
Thenenitrmactnaacel foi 
1. haf Libicas mm culartellfell, as mil\d> 
Refolr'd to force mw untoward thought, aud t the lf 


prevail'd. 
, 8 A-line came forth, but ſuch a one, | 
| No tramiling matron in ber child-birth pains, 
| Full of the joyful hopes to bear a fon, 
Was more aſtoniſh'd at th' unlook'd-for ſhape 
Ot ſome deform'd baboon, or ape, 
Thas I was at the bac iſſue of my brains 
2 my pen, 
FFP 
I found too long I'd flept, and was too late awake; 
I found m- 8 
RD 
— as — o_c— 


A CS, | } 


| Reaſon, . 
I ſtright to council call'd ; 
| Like fome old faithful fried, r 


To 
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To me with readineſs he did repair; 
|  Expreſs'd much tender chearfulneſs, to find 
Wm 
2 And loyally did to me ſhow, | 
How much himſelf he did abuſe, - 
Who credited a flattering, falſe, ann, treacherous 
| 1 Muſe. 
I aſk'd the cauſes why. He faid, 
nen 
e for Fortune is a bawd 
To all the Nine that on Parnaſſus dwell, 
| Where thoſe ſo fam'd delightful fountains ſwell 
CONE Win hers Gaey aver How ; 
„ And where wit's luſty, ſhining god 
Keeps his choice ſeraglio. 
80 whilſt our fortune ſmiles, our thoughts aſpire, 
Pleaſure and fame s our buſineſs, and deſire, 
| Then, too, if we find 
A promptneſs. in the mind, 
The Muſe is always ready, always kind. 
But if th' old harlot, Fortune, once denies 
Her favour, all our pleaſure and rich fancy dies, 
_— ey 7 
(EW : 47 
WW 5 
e into myſelf I made, 


1 found all he had ſaid u [LR 
| Was very honeſt, very true. 


© 8 
| 
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O how I hugg'd my welcome friend! 
And much my Muſe I could not diſcommend ! 
For I neerliv'd in Fortune's = 


34 


She always turn'd her back, and fled from me apace 
ne bg vouchſaf d to let me ſee her face 
* Then, to confirm me more, 
EB * the veil of dotage from my eyes: 
See here, my ſon, (ſaid he) the valued prize; N 
Thy fulſome Muſe behold, be happy, and be wiſe. 
I look d, and ſaw the rampant, 1 
En . * 
Than ever yet to ſatire lent a tale, l 27 
Or haunted Chloris in the mall. 
The firſt was he who 5 
. I ee 
A wretch whom old diſeaſes did fo bite, 5 
| That be wiit bawdry ſure in ſpite, - J 
To ruin and diſgrace it quite. 
Philoſophers of old did fo expreſs | 
Their art, and ſhew'd it in their naſtineſs.” 
| Next him appear d that — 
Who a late Seſſion of the Poets wrote. | 
Nature has mark'd him for heavy fool; 1 Sf 
is £ By's flat broad face you'll know the owl. 
The other birds have fiooted him from light; 
Much buffeting has made him love the night, 
And only in the dark he'ftrays; JI 


(Still wrerch enough 45 live, +4 ming fools ſpends 


And for old ſhoes and bear repeats dul plays.) 
Then 
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Then next there follow'd, to make up the throng, 
8 7 b Lord Lampoon and Monſieur Song, 
Who ſought her love, and promis 'd for't 
To make her famous at the court. 
The City Poet too was there, 
eln wot 
And begg'd that he might have the honour 
To beget a pageant on her 
For the city's next lord- mayor. 
Her favours ſhe to none deny'd : 8 
{ They took her all by turns aſid. | 
Till at the Iaſt up in the rear there came — | 


The Poets ſcandal, and the Muſes' i 
A beaſt of monſtrous guile, e 
But let me pauſe, for twill aſk time to tell 
How he was born, hee phoning and where he 


bn hewed- wh bt FIC oe DA 
66 5% ny 2 nr fora dog 
+ and chus rene Nis tat 
Down in an obſcure vale, - 51 
| OY fens, whence miſts — — 
Wot Where never ſun was-loen dy-egrs; 
Under a deſert wood, 


Which no man own'd, but all wild beaſts were bred, 
And _ their horrid dens, by prey far ang /\ 
+ £590 5 ill-pil'd. cottage ſtood. 
Built of men's bones ſlaughter'd in civil war, 
— THR brought: thither from afar, ; 18 a 
Ly Ys (han Vid. mmm. LN Of ; 
D 2 6 311189 "Tim 
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That us d to mumble curſes eve and morn, 

Like one whom wants and care had worn; 
ED | Meagre her looks, and ſunk her eyes, 
ver n miſchiefs Rudy'd, diſcord did deviſe. | 
Sh' appeared humble, but it was her pride: 

Slow in her ſpeech, in ſemblance ſanQify'd. 
Still when ſhe ſpoke ſhe meant another way; 
And when the curs'd, the ſeem'd to pray. 
Her helliſh charms had all a holy dreſs, | 


And bore the name of godlineſs, 
All her familiars ſeem' d the ſons of Peace. 
| Honeſt habits they all wore, 
| In oupward ſhow moſt lamb-like and divine : I 
- But inward of all vices they had ſtore, 
Greedy as wolves, and ſenſual too as ſwine. 
Moſt eafily could quote, and turn to any part, 
Backward repeat it all, as witches their prayers do, 
And, for their turn, interpret backward too. 
 Idolatry with her was held impure, 
"Becauſe, beſides herſelf, no idol ſhe d endure. _ 
Though not to paint, ſhe d arts to change the face, 
And alter it in heavenly faſhion. 


Lewd whining the defin'd a'mark of grace, 
eee bn 
Her late dead pander was of well-known fame, 
Old Preſbyter Rebellion was his name: 
She a ſworn foe to king, his peace, and laws, 
CO NET WOT * the good ola 3 
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ee eee een 
When all things wore the face of woe, 
When many horrors rag d in this our land, 
And a deſtroying angel was ſent down, 
To ſcourge the pride of this rebellious town. | 
He came, and . his conquering 
hand: 
Till in th 8 . Aare graſs 

Grew of great ſtalk, its colour groſs, 

And melancholic poiſonous green; 
Like thoſe coarſe ſickly weeds on an old dunghill ſeen, 

Where ſome murrain-murther'd hog, 

Poiſon' d cat, or ſtrangled dog, 
In rottenneſs had long unbury'd laid, 

And the cold foil productive made. 
————— 26 
And by their cries — eajibes 5-5 
And, as our deſtiny they ſeem'd r unfold, 

{ Dropr hue of rhe ane-Gede-aliey bu farmed. 
That dire commiſſion ended, down there came 
Another angel with a ſword of flame : | 
And our new Sodom low in afhes laid. 42 
DUSTER and e bee did ee us e. 
| When, in her pious 65 ar wv 
1 Begun. 10 iber herſelf again. N 8. 
The ſons of Old Rebellion ſtraight ſhe ſummon'd . 


Straight they were ready at her call: 1 
3 Once = 


x 
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Once 1 more th' old bait before their eyes ſhe caſt. 
4 That and her love they long' d to 5 
n ſhe drew them all at laſt. 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 
Was led n and * ee his father's whore. 
The-berter to abs lewd intent 
In ſafety from obſerving eyes, 
Th' old trumpet did herſelf diſguiſe 
In comely Rs and to the city went, 
Aſſected truth, much modeſty and grace, 
And _— 1 paſt there for a 
3 Thither all her lovers fock'd, 
And there for her ſupport ſhe found 
A wight, of whom Fame's trumpet much docs ſound, 
With all ingredients for his buſineſs ſtock d, 
en, him whoſe ſtory has a place 
In th' annals of Sir Hudibras. | 
. to her did repair, 80 - | 
Had by him admittance e. 
By his contrivance to her did reſort 
All who had been diſguſted at the court. R 
T klbhoſe whoſe ambition had 3 croſt, 
or by ill- manners had preferments loſt, 
Were thoſe on whom ſhe praftis'd moſt her charms, 
Lay neareſt to her heart, and ofteneſt in her arms. 
Intereſt in every faction, every ſect, the ſought; = 
_ And 20 her lure, „ ſhe brought 
All 
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All thoſe who uſe religion for a faſhion. 5 
All ſuch as practiſe forms, and take great pains 
To make their godlineſs their gains, 
And thrive by the diſtractions of a nation, 

She by her art enſnar'd, and fetter'd in her chains. 

Through her the Atheiſt hop'd to-purchaſe toleration, 
The rebel power, the beggar d ſpend-thrift lands, 

5 Out of the king's or biſhops' hands. 

. Nay, to her Gde at laſt ſhe drew in all the rude, 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude: © 7 
Promis' d ſtrange liberties, and ſure ane 
Of never- felt, unheard- of grievances: gail A 
Pamper'd their follies, and indulg'd- their + Ani | 

With LIE routs, nem eee and burning 

Sid bend ek Un T9 
wat hey] in common luft did bool all the crew, 
73'S 6! Till at the laſt ſhe pregnant grew, - | 
And ou her womb, ir little time, brought forthe 
This monſtrous, moſt deteſted birth. 
of chiddeen born with teeth we ve hw: 
And ſome like comets with a beard ; 
Which ſeem' d to be fore-runners of dire change: 
| But never hitherto was ſeen, 
Born from a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch quean, 
A form like this, fo hideous and fo ſtrange. 
To help whoſe mother in her pains, there came 
Many a well-known dame. © 
The bawd' Hypocriſy was there, 
| And madam Impudence the far: 
2 3 "4 Dae 
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| Dame Scandal with her ſquinting _ 
That loves to ſet good neighbours at debate, 
And raiſe commotions in a jealous ftate, 
Was there, and Malice, queen of far-ſpread _ 
une train of frauds and forgeries. 
2 Thar s 2 always loud, 
Was ſhe that firſt took up the babe, 
And of che oſſice moſt was proud. 
| Behold its head of horrid form appears: 

To ſpite the pillory, it had no ears. 7 
ae hen omg was fury kin 
To the bleſt family of Pryn. 

-Duvdchidal-eilightevitageds her word,” 
The noſe was ugly, long, and big, þ 


N09 


Broad, and ſnouty like a pig; =. 
Which ſhew'd he would in dunghills love to dig ; 
Lov'd to. caſt ſtinking ſatires up in ill-pil'd rhymes, | 
F | 1 
| N | | 

5 comme all by turns to take him, 
And a hopeful youth to make him. 
To nurſe. he ftraight was ſent 
To a ſiſter-witch, though of another ſort, 
| mg np eee, eee 7 
All day the praftis'd charms, by night the hardly lept, 
Yet in the outcaſts of a northern factious town, 
A little ſmoaky manſion of her own, | 
x 2 Ke 


* 
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| A cell the kept. 
eee 
And many an ugly loathſome toad 
; -Crawl'd round her walls, and croak'd. 
| Under her oof all diſmal, black, and ſmoak d, 
Harbour d beetles, and unwholſome bats, 
| Sprawling-nefts of little cats; 
All which: were imps ſhe cheriſh'd with her blood, 
| To make her ſpells ſucceed and good. 
Still ar her bel d breaſts they hung, mir} man- 
And with theſe folter-brethren was our monſter nurf 
- | In ale tine the ball-afef-beat 
_ Grew plump and fat, 
Without his tedingetelnatoontt walk, 
And (as the ſorcereſs taught him) talk. 
At ſeven years old he went to ſchool, 
Were firſt he grew a foe to rule. | 
Never would he learn as taught, 
| Yr fill new ways aff, and nm mh og, 
Not that he wanted parts | 
Tim nn, and proceed in arts; 
But, as negligent as fly, 
| Of all perverſeneſs brutiſhly was full, 
(By nuture idle) Jov'd w thi und ti, .. | 
| And was obſtinately dull. 
Til, ſpite of Nature, through great pains, the for * 
| CAn6 „ JE Handy 
At laſt in part began to underſtand. | f N 
Some inſight in the Latin tongue he got; 2 


— „ —— — p — 
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Could ſmatter pretty well, and write too a plain hand. 
* For which his guardians all thought fit, 
In compliment to his moſt hopeful wit, 

ile ſhould be ſent to learn the laws, 


5 And en of the good ol tore a dad new cauſe 
| In which the better to improve his mind, 
As by Nature he was bent ? 


To ſearch in hidden paths, and things has bury'd find, 
A wretch's converſe much he did frequent: 
One who this world, as that did him, an d, 
And in an unfrequented corner, where 
Nothing was pleaſant, hardly healthful found, 
He led his hated life. 
. Needy, and ev'n of neceffaries bare, 
No ſervant had he, children, friend, or wife: 
But of a little remnant, got by fraud, 
(For all ill turns ee roo tags 3 and be- 
liev d no God) 


Thrice in a week he chang'd a hoarded groat, 


With which of beggars ſcraps he bought. 
Then from a neighbouring fountain water got, 
Not to be clean, but flake his thirſt. 
He never bleſt himſelf, and all things elſe he curſt. 
The cell in whieh he (though but ſeldom) ſlept, 
Lay like a den, uncleans'd, unfivept : 
4 e he lov'd he kept; | 
: Old worn-out ſtatutes, and records 
Of common privileges, and the rights of lords. 
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All the acts, reſolves, and orders, made 
| By the old long Rump-parliament, _ 
Through all the changes of its government : 
From which with readineſs he could debate 
Concerning matters of the ſtate, _ 
All down from goodly forty-one to horrid forry-cght. 
XV. 
His friendſhip much our monſter ſought 
Buy inſtinct, and by inclination too: 
So without much ado... 
To him obedience Libel fore and by him was he 
taught. __ 
He learnt of him all eee n 
To be aſham' d of no — . * 
In all things but obedience to be beaſt; 
To hide a coward's heart, and new a hardy face. 
He taught him to call Ma legs... > 
But to bear beatings like a dog: 
2 have no religion, honeſty, or ſenſe, 
« But to nr them all NOOR > Aero 


"Twixt deten. nod. judicial, power ; _ 
Ho to frame a commonwealth, 
And democracy, by ſtealth; 
To palliate it at firſt, and rr 
Twas but heren 42 1 
© nm pe 5 
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1 Into 7 
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Into rebellion to divide the nation, 

By fair committees of aſſociation; 
How by a lawful means to bring 
In arms againſt himſelf the Tg 
With a diſtinguiſhing old trick, 


wirt perſons natural and politic; 
How to make faithful ſervants traitors | | 


F 


Thorough- pac d rebels legiſlators, 
And at laſt troopers adjutators. 
Thus well inform'd, and furniſh'd with enough 
Of fuch-like wordy, canting ſtuff, 
Our blade fer forth, and quickly grew 
A leader in a faftious crew. 
Where-e'er he came, twas he firſt flence broke. 
And ſwell'd with every word he fpoke, 
By which becoming faucy grace, 
| Hille gain'd authority and place: 
By many for preferments was thought fit, 
For talking treaſon without fear or wit; . 
For opening failings in the ſtate; 
For loving noiſy and unſound debate, | 
And wearing of a myſtical green ribband in his hat. 
Thus, Hike Aleides in his lion's . 
Ho ae ge. 3 
But, like that Hercules when Love crept in, 
| And th hero to his diſtaff drew, 
His foes that found him ſaw he was but man: 
Had brought him to her arms, and I furpris'd him there, 
At once to hate and ſcorn him I began; 2 
0 


4. 
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To ſee how fooliſhly ſhe d dreſt, 
And for diverſian tic d the beaſt, 
He was poetry all o'er, 
On every ſide, behind, before » 
About him nothing could I ſee 
But party-colour'd poetry. 
Painter's advices, litanies, 
Ballads, and all the ſpurions exceſs | 
| Of ills that malice could deviſe, 
Or ever firanm'd from  licemtious preſs, 3 
| Hung round about him like a ſpell : 
And in his own hand too was writ, 
That worthy piece of modern wit, - 
I The country's late appeal. | 
But from ſuch ills when will our wretched ſtate 
Be freed ? and who ſhall cruſh this ſerpent's head? [| 
*Tis ſaid we may in ancient legends read | | 
| Of a huge dragon, ſent by fate | 
IJIꝛᷣ0o lay a ſinful kingdom waſte : 
So through it all he rang'd, devouring as apa, þ 
And each day wich a virgin broke his faſt: 
3 — — 
Z3o hardly was their loſs endur d: 
The lovers all deſpair'd, and ſought-cheir tombs | 
In the ſame monſters jaws, and of theirpains were cur'd. 4 
Till, like our monſter too, and with the ſame 
And every day a maid was ſlain. 


The 
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| The — every family had paſt, 
When to the ſacrifice at laſt 
Thy DO CIS mat bow: 
e a royal brother 
r 
On hm this dragon Lie needs will pre; 
His ſordid venom, and prophan d 
With ſpurious verſe his ſpotleſs fame, 
Which ſhall for ever ſtand 
Unblemiſh'd, and to ages laſt, 
When all his foes lie buried in their ſhame. 
pp tate (fome prophet that is wiſe) 
8 Heaven took ſuch care A - 
| To make him every thing that's rare, 
Dear to the heart, deſirous to the eyes. 
Why do all good men bleſs him as he goes ? 
" Why at his preſence ſhrink his foes ? 
Why do the brave all ftrive his honour to defend ? 
Why W the world i is he 14: mea moſt 
A moſt juſt maſter, and a faithful friend > 
One who never yet did wrong 
a To high or low, to old or young? 
Of hin mn. can complain? tk 
Of him what widow make her moan? 
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If this be (as I am ſure tis) true; 
Then pr'ythee, prophet, tell me too, 
Why lives he in the world's eſteem, 
Not ene W bhs# TIN men 
friends wan him ? 
115 n. 
282 Whenezer his life was fe at ſtake 
For his ungrateful country's ſake, 
What dangers or what labours did he ever ſhun ? 
Or what wonders has not done? 
Watchful all night, and buſy all the day, 
(Spreading his fleet in ſight of Holland's vin 
Triumphantly ye ſaw his flags and ſtreamers play. 
| Then did the Engliſh lion roar, | 
0 Whilſt the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big with the thoughts of congleſt and renown, 
| Of Britain's honour, and his own, | 
To them he like a threatening comet ſhin'd, 
Ravgh as the ſea, and furious as the wind ; 
But conſtant as the ſtars that never move, 1 
Or as women would have love. 
The trembling genius of their ſtate 
Look' d out, and ſtrait ſhrunk back his head, 
Jo ſee our daring banners ſpread: 
Wuhilſt in their harbours 1 
._ , Like batten'd monſters weltering lay ; | 
i winds, when ours th ad kiſs'd, ſcorn'd with their 
flags to play; 1 s 
But drooping like * captains hearts, 
Each pendent, every ſtreamer, hung: 
The ſeamen ſeem' d t' have loſt their arts ; 
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— Ae Rl Mew them 
boaſt, 
| Wit iu d Gs and ratings looks, by every bill 
5 . [ 
Till at the laſt, 1 
Pe Ab hams 
Foxes in council, and in fight too grave; 
They bluſter d out the day with ſhew of fight, 
I REI Or ynags- - RR6- 
nnn 


And then in triumph home a welcome fleethe brought, 
With fpoils of victory and glory fraught. 
To him then every heart was open, down 
From the great man to the clown: 
In him rejoic'd, to him inclin'd; 
Each honeſt fellow cry'd, Fill full my glaſs; 
And ſhew'd the fullneſs of his mind. 
No diſrontented vermin'of itt times | 
es Durſt then affront him bur in ſhow ; 
Nor libet daſh him with his dirty rhymes 
Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 
And whoſe heart Wr _ — e 8 
That had but ſeen * 
Mu ni tumultuous miſled foes 
With 
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With what heroic grace 
ne choſe the weight of wrong to undergo ! 
No tempeſt on his brow, unalter'd in his face, 
True witneſs of the innocence within, 
But, when the meſſengers did mandates bring 
For his retreat to foreign land, | 
' _ Since ſent from the relenting hand . | 
Of the moſt loving brother, kindeſt king; '" © | 
I in his heart regrer did riſe, Wil fs | 
It never ſcap'd his tongue or eyes ; | 
With ſteady virtue twas allay'd, | | 
And like a mighty conqueror he 1 | 
Es xx. * 
It was a dark and gloomy day, 
Sad as the buſineſs, ſullen too, 
As proud men, when in vain they woo, 
Or ſoldiers cheated of their pay. 
The Court, where pleaſures us'd to flow, 
Lecumeihs Gennes mourning and of woe : 
Deſolate was every room, | 
Where men for news and buſineſs ants cn; . 
With folded arms and down-caſt eyes men walk'd 
In corners, and with caution talk d- 
All things prepar'd, the hour drew near 
When he muſt part : his laſt ſhort time was ſpent - 
In leaving bleffings on his children dear: 
To . with eager haſte and love he went; 
The eldeſt firſt embrac'd, 
5 As new-born day in beauty bright, 
| But fad in mind as deepeſt night: 


3 
2 
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What tendereſt hearts could ſay; betwixt them paſt, 
t Till grief too cloſe upon them crept ; 
So ſighing he withdrew,' ſhe turn'd away and wept. 
Much of the father in his breaſt did riſe, 
When on the next he fix'd his eyes, 
A tender infant in the nurſe's arms, 
Full of kind play, and pretty charms : 
Add a9 ahve ee. 
About his manly neck two little arms it threw ; 
Smil'd in his eyes, as if it begg'd his ſtay, 
And look d kind things it could not ſay. 
- NET 
But the great pomp of grief was yet to come. 
Th impatient tides knock'dat the ſhore, and bid him haſte 
To ſeek a foreign home ; 
The ſummons he reſolvd t' obey, 
Diſdaining of his ſufferings to complain, 
Though every Gep ſcem d trod with pain ; 
So farth he came; attended on his way 
By a fad lamenting throng, 
I That bleſt him, and about him hung. 
A weight his generous heart could hardly bear; 
N ZBut for the comfort that was near, 
Hig beauteous Mate, the fountain of his joy, 
That fed his foul with love ; 
The cordial that can mortal pains remove, : 
To which all worldly bleſſings elſe are toys. 
I ſaw them ready for departure ſtand; J' 
— 
ai Mourner by the hand : 
Om” 
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T expreſs all nobleſt offices he ſtrove, 
Of royal goodneſs, and a brother's love. 
| Then down to the ſhore fide, 
| Where to convey them did two royal barges ride, 
Wich ſolemn pace they paſs'd, 
And there ſo tenderly embrac'd, 
All griev'd by ſympathy to ſee them part, 
And their kind pains touch'd each by-ſtander's hart... 
Then hand in hand the pity'd pair 
Turn'd round to face their fate; 
She ev'n amidſt afflictions fair, 
He, though oppreſt, ſtill great. 
Into th' expeCting boat with haſte they went, | 
Where, as the troubled Faix-one to the ſhore ſome wiſhes 
ſent | 
| For that dear pledge ſh'ad left behind, 
And as her paſſion grew too mighty for her mind, 
She of ſome tears her eyes beguiPd, 
Which, as upon her cheek they lay, 
I be happy hero kiſs d away, 
And, as ſhe wept, bluſh'd with diſdain, and ſmil'd. 
Straightforththey launch into the high- ſwoln Thames; 
The well-ftruck oars lave up the yielding ſtreams. 
All fix'd their longing eyes, and wiſhing ſtood, 
Till they were got into the wider flood ; | 
Till bd one of ſight, and ſeen no more, 
Than men I turn'd into the hated ſhore. 
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PHEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 


TRANSLATED OUT OF OVID. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Theſeus, the ſon of Zgeus, having ſlain the Minotaur, 
promiſed to Ariadne, the daughter of Minos and 
Paſiphae, for the affiftance which ſhe gave him, to 
carry her home with him, and make her his wife; 

- fo together with her ſiſter Phædra they went on board 

and failed to Chios, where being warned by Bacchus, 
he left Ariadne, and married her ſiſter Phædra, who 
afterwards, in Theſeus her huſband's abſence, fell in 
love with Hippolytus her ſon-in-law, who had vow'd 
celibacy, and was a hunter; wherefore, fince ſhe could 
not conveniently otherwiſe, ſhe choſe by this epiſtle 
to give him an account of her paſſion. i 

FF thou*rt unkind, I ne'er ſhall health enjoy, 

| Yet much I wiſh to thee, my lovely boy: 

Read this, and reading how my ſoul is ſeiz'd, 

Rather than not, be with my ruin pleas'd: 

Thus ſecrets ſafe to fartheſt ſhores may move ; 

By letters foes converſe, and learn to love. 

Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try'd, 


Upon my faultering tongue abortive dy'd ; 


. FS * 8 an - 
% 4 1 2 


Long 
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Long Shame prevail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite, 
But what I bluſh'd to ſpeak, Love made me write. 
Tis dangerous to reſiſt the power of Love, 

The gods obey him, and he 's king above ; 

He clear'd the doubts that did my mind confound, 

And promis'd me to bring thee hither bound : 

Oh may he come, and in that breaſt of thine 

Fix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine 

Vet of my wedlock yows I Il loſe no care, 

Search back through all my fame, thou lt find it fairs | 
But Love long breeding to worſt pain does turn ; | 
Outward unharm'd, within, within I burn! 

As the youpg bull or courſer yet untam d, 

When yok d or bridled firſt, are pinch d and maim'd 1 
So my unpractis'd heart in love can ſind 1 
No reſt, th' unwonted weight ſo toils my mind: 

When young, Love's pangs by arts we may r 
But in our riper years with rage we love 

To thee I yield then all my dear renown, 

And pr'ythee let 's together be undone 

Who would not pluck the new-blown bluſhing roſe, 

Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows? 

But if my virtue hitherto has gain'd 

Eſteem for ſpotleſs, ſhall it now be ſtain'd ? 

Oh, in thy love I ſhall no hazard run; 

'Tis not a fin, but when tis coarſely done. 
And now ſhould Juno leave her Jove to me, 8 
I 'd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : _ 5 
Believe me too, with ſtrange deſires I change, 3 


. Amongf wild beaſts I long with thee to range. 
E 3 To 
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To thy delights and Delia I incline, | 
Make her my goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe 's thine : 

I long to know the woods, to drive the deer, 

And ana e t e e eee 
Berexch'd e d g and wald n not thou be by ? 
Oft in light chariors I with pleaſure ride, 

And love myſelf the furious ſteeds to guide. 

Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray, 


When under Ida's hill they offerings pay: 

Ev'n mad as thoſe the deities of night 
And water, Fauns and Dryads, do affright. 
But fill each little interval I gain, 
unn TR Ly gin. 
And Venus will have tribute of us all. 

Jove lov'd Europa, whence my father came, 
And, to a bull transform'd, enjoy'd the dame: 
She, like my mother, languiſh'd to obtain, 

And filbd eee eee, eee 
I be faithleſs Theſeus by my fiſter's aid 

The monſter flew, and a fafe conqueſt made: 
Now, in that family my right to ſave, 4 

I am at laſt on the ſame terms a flave: 

Twas fatal to my ſiſter and to me, 
She lov'd thy father, but my choice was thee. 
Let monuments of triumph then be own 
For two uibappy nymphs by you undene. 
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When firſt our vows were to Eleuſis paid, . 
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid; 
Twas there thou didſt a perfect conqueſt gain, 
Whilſt love's fierce fever rag'd in every vein : 


White was thy robe, a garland deck'd thy head, 


A modeſt bluſh thy comely face o'erſpread, : 
That face, which may be terrible in arms, 


But graceful ſeem'd to me, and full of charms : 


I love the man whoſe faſhion 's leaſt his care, 
And hate my ſex's coxcombs fine and fair; 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs locks let fly, 
Th' unpoliſh'd form is beauty in my eye. 

If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling dart, 
I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 

To ſee thee poiſe the javelin moves delight, 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my fight : 

But to the woods thy cruelty reſign, 

Nor treat it with ſo poor a life as mine. 
Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alone, 


Muſt ſhe have all thy vows, and Venus none 7 


That pleaſure palls, if tis enjoy'd too long; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
For Cvnthia's fake unbend and eaſe thy bow, 
Elſe to thy arm 'twill weak and ufeleſs grow. 
Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain, 


And by him many a boar and pard was ſlam, 


Yet to Aurora's love he did incline, 

Who wiſely left old age for youth like thine. 
Under the ſpreading ſhades her amorous boy, 
The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy; 
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Atalanta's love too Meleager ſought, 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught: 

Be thou and I next the bleſt ſylvan pair; 

Where Love 's a ſtranger, woods but deferts are. 
With thee, through dangerous ways unknown before, 
I'U rove, and fearleſs face the dreadful boar. 
Between two ſeas a little-iſthmus lies, 

Where on each fide the beating billows riſe, 
There in Trazena I thy love will meet, 

More bleſt and pleas'd than in my native Crete. 

As we could wiſh, old Theſeus is away 

At Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay 

With his Perithoiis, whom well I ſee 

Preferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreſt his hate ; | 

We both have ſuffer'd wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother firſt he cruelly did ſlay, 

Then from my ſiſter falſely ran away, £ | 
And left expos'd to every beaſt a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a ſon ſo brave, 

From cruel Theſeus yet her death did find, 

Nor, though ſhe gave him thee, could make him kind. 
Unwedded too he murder'd her in ſpight, 
To baſtardize, and rob thee of thy right: 
And if, to wrong thee more, two ſons I've brought, 
Believe i it his, and none of Phædra's fault: | 
Rather, thou faireſt thing the earth contains, 
1 wiſh at firſt I'd dy'd of mother's pains. 


PHEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 37 
How canſt thou rev'rence then thy father's bed, 
From which himſelf fo abjectly is fled ? | 
The thought aſſrights not me, but me inflames ; 
Mother and ſon are notions, very names 
Of worn-out piety, in faſhion then 
When old dull Saturn rul'd the race of men; 
But braver Jove taught pleaſure was no fin, 
And with his ſiſter did himſelf begin. 
Nearneſs of blood and kindred beſt we prove, 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt love. 
Nor need we fear our fault ſhould be reveal'd ; 
*T will under near relation be conceal'd, 
And all whe hear our loves, with praiſe ſhall crown 
A mother's kindneſs to a grateful ſon. | 
No need at midnight in the dark to ſtray, 
T' unlock the gates, and cry, My love, this way ! 
No buſy ſpies our pleaſures to betray. | 
But in one houſe, as we ll live; 
In public, kiſſes take; in public, give: 
Though in my bed thou 'rt ſeen, twill gain applauſe 
From all, whilſt none have ſenſe to gueſs the cauſe : 
Only make haſte, and let this league be ſign d; 
80 may my tyrant Love to thee be kind. - 
For this I am an humble. ſuppliant grown ; 
Now where are all my boaſts of greatneſs gone ? 
I ſwore I ne'er would yield, reſolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that 's ſeldom in the right ; 
Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy knees ; 
What 's decent no true lover cares or fees : 


Shame, 
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Shame, like a beaten ſoldier, leaves the place, 
But beauty's bluſhes ſtill are in my face. 
Forgive this fond confeſſion which I make, 

And then ſome pity on my ſufferings take. 

What though midſt ſeas my father's empire lies; 
Though my great grandfire thunder from the ſkies ; 
What though my father's fire in beams dreſt gay 
Drives round the burning chariot of the day; 
Their honour all in me to Love 's a ſlave, + 
Then, though thou wilt not me, their honour fave. 
Jove's famous iſland, Crete, in dower I'll bring, 
And there ſhall my Hippolytus be king : 

For Venus' ſake then hear and grant my prayer, 
So may'ſt thou never love a ſcornful fair; 

In fields ſo may Diana grace thee ſtill, 

And every wood afford thee game to kill: 

So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 

Be kind, ſo may the boar before thee fall; 

So may the Water-nymphs in heat of day, 
Though thou their ſex deſpiſe, thy thirſt allay. 
Millions of tears to theſe my prayers I join, | 


1 4 1 13 hand 1 


Which as thou read ſt with thoſe dear eyes of thine, 
Think that thou ſee ſt the ſtreams that flow from mine. 
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Y much-lov'd friend, when thou art from my eyes, 
How do I loath the day, and light deſpiſe! 

Night, kinder night, 's the much more welcome gueſt, 

For though it bring finall eaſe, it hides at leaſt ; 

Or if c'er ſlumbers and my eyes agree, 

*Tis when they 're.crown'd with pleaſing dreams of thee. 

Laſt night methought (heaven make the next as kind) 

Free as firſt innocence, and unconſin d 

As our firſt parents in their Eden were, | 

Ere yet condemn'd to eat their bread with care; 

We two together wander'd through a grove, | 


Twas green beneath us, and all ſhade above, 
Mild as our friendſhip, ſpringing as our love ; 
Hundreds of chearful birds fill'd every tree, 
And ſung their joyful ſongs of liberty ; 
While through the gladſome choir well pleas'd wewalk'd, 
And of our preſent valued ſtate thus talk'd: 

How happy are we in this feet retreat? - 
Thus humbly bleſt, who d labour to be great ? 
Who for preferments at a court would wait, 
Where every gudgeon s nibbling at the bait ? 
What fiſh of ſenſe would on that ſhallow lie, 
Amongft the little ſtarving wriggling fry, 
That throng and crowd each other for a taſte 
Of the-deceitful, painted, poiſon d paſte ; 

*- See the Anſwer, in « Duke's Poems,” 
1 * "0 * Wi 
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When the wide river he behind him ſees, 

Where he may launch to liberty and eaſe ? 

No cares or buſineſs here diſturb our hours, 

While, underneath theſe ſhady peaceful bowers, 

| Ip cool delight and innocence we ſtray, 


And midſt a thouſand pleaſures waſte the day; 
Spmetimes -upon a river's bank we lie, 

Where ſkimming fwallows o'er the ſurface fly, 
Juſt as the ſun, declining with his beams, 
Kiſſes and gently warms the gliding ſtreams ; 


Amid ſt whoſe current rifing fiſhes play, 


And roll in wanton liberty away. 


Perhaps hard by there grows a little buſh, 


On which the linnet, nightingale, and thruſh, 
Nightly their ſolemn orgtes meeting keep, 

And fing their veſpers ere they go to ſleep : 
There we two lie, between us may be 's ſpread 
Some books, few underftand, though many read. 


Sometimes we Virgil's facred leaves turn o'er, 


Still wondering, and ftill finding cauſe for more. 
How Juno's rage did good Eneas vex, 

Then how he had revenge upon her ſex 

In Dido's ſtate, whom bravely he enjoy d, 

And quitted her as bravely too when cloy'd; 
He knew the fatal danger of her charms, bs 2 
And ſcorn'd.to melt his virtue in her arms. 


Next Niſus and Euryalus we admire, 


We praiſe their valour, cauſe yet match'd by none, 
iendſhip, ſo much like our own. 
D But 
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But when to give our minds a feaſt indeed, | 
Horace, beſt known and lov'd by thee, we read, 
Who can our tranſports, or our longings tell, 
To taſte of pleaſures, prais'd by him fo well? 
With thoughts of love and wine by him we re fir'd, 
Two things in ſweet retirement much deſir d: 
A generous bottle and a loveſome ſhe, 
Are th' only joys in nature next to thee : 
To which retiring quietly at night, 
If (as that only can) to add delight, 
When to our little cottage we repair, 
We find a friend or two, we d with for there, 
Dear Beverley, kind as parting lovers tears, 
Adderly, honeſt as the fword he wears, 
Wilſon, profeſſing friendſhip yet a friend, 
Or Short, beyond what numbers can commend, 
Finch, full of kindneſs, generous as his blood, 
Watchful to do, to modeſt merit, good; 
Who have forſcok the vile tumultuous town, 
And for a taſte of life to us come down; 
With eager arms, how cloſely we embrace ! 
What joys in every heart, and every face ! 
The mederate table s quickly cover'd o'er, 
With choiceſt meats at leaſt, though not with ſtore: 
Of bottles next ſucceeds a goodly train, 
Full of what chears the heart, and fires the brain: 
Each waited on by a bright virgin glaſs, - 
Clean, ſound, and ſhining like its drinker's laſa. 
Then down we fit, while every genius tries 
T' improve, till he deſerves his ſacrifices _ - 

„ a _ No 
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No ſaucy hour preſumes to ſtint delight, 


We laugh, love, drink, and when that's done tis night. 
Well warm'd and pleas'd, as we think fit we Il part, 


Each takes th* obedient treaſure of his heart, 
And leads her willing to his filent bed, 
Where no vexatious cares come near his head, 
But every ſenſe with perfect pleaſure s fed; 
Till in full joy diffolv'd, each falls aſleep 
With twining limbs, that till love's poſture keep; 
At dawn of morning to renew delight, 

So quiet craving Love, till the next night: 
And to our books our carlieft viſit make; 

Or elſe our thoughts to their attendance call, 
And there, methinks, Fancy fits queen of all; 
And to her fickle majeſty make court; 
The underſtanding firſt comes plainly clad, 
But uſefully; no entrance to be had. 

Next comes the will, that bully of the mind, 
Follics wait on him in a troop behind ; | 
He meets reception from the antic queen, 
Who thinks her majeſty 's moſt honour'd, when 
Attended by thoſe fine-dreſt gentlemen. | 
Reaſon, the honeſt counſellor, this knows, 
And into court with reſolute virtue goes ; 

Lets Fancy ſee her looſe irregular fray, 
Then how the flattering follies ſneak away 
This image, when it came, too fiercely ſhook - 
Key brain, which in fe du night Eben. 
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When waking as I caſt my eyes around, 
Nothing but old loath'd vanities I found; 
No grove, no freedom, and, what 's worſe to me, 
No friend; for I have none compar'd with thee. 
Soon then my thoughts with their old tyrant Care 
Were ſeciz'd ; which to divert, I fram'd this prayer: 
| Gods! life's your gift, then ſeaſon t with ſuch fate, 
That what ye meant a bleſſing prove no weight. 
Let me to the remoteſt part be whirl'd, 
Of chis nnn 
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace, 

By day what 's needful, and at night ſoft caſe ; 
The friend I truſt in, and the the I love, 

Then fix me; and if cer I wiſh remove, 
Make me as great (that s wretched) as ye can, 
Set me in power, the woefull'ſt ſtate of man ; 
To be by fools miſled, to knaves a prey, 
But make life what I aſk, or take 't away. 


UPON HIS 


TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 


QI. wh pom pm Rn 
I muſt confeſs I ſtood amaz'd and aw'd ; 
For, as to ſome good-nature I pretend, 
I feard to read, leſt I ſhould not commend. _ 
| Lucretius 
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Lucretius engliſh'd ! *twas a work might ſhake 
The power of Engliſh verſe to undertake. 

This all men thought ; but you are born, we find, 
Ti out-do the expectations of mankind ; | 
Since you *ve ſo well the noble taſk perform'd, 

Envy 's appeas d, and prejudice difarm'd : 


For when the rich original we peruſe, . 


And by it try the metal you produce, 
Though there indeed the pureſt ore we find, 
Vet fill in you it ſomething ſeems reſin d: 
Thus when the great Lucretius gives a looſe, 
And laſhes to her fpeed his fiery Muſe ; 
Still with him you maintain an equal pace, 
And bear full ftretch upon him all the race; 
But when in rugged way we find him rein 
His verſe, and not ſo ſmooth a ſtroke maintain; 
There the advantage he receives is found, 
By you taught temper, and to chuſe his ground. 
Next, his philoſophy you've fo expreſt 
In genuine terms, ſo plain, yet neatly dreſt, 


In ſchools, may learn from you the eaſy way 
To let us know what they would mean and fay : 
If Ariſtotle's friends will ſhew the grace | 

To wave for once their ſtatute in that caſe. 

So on then, Sir, and ſince you could aſpire, 0 
And reach this height, aim yet at laurels higher: 
Secure great injur d Maro from the wrong | 
He unredeem'd has labour'd with fo long 


Thoſe murderers that now mingle it all day } 
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In Holbourn rhyme, and, leſt the book ſhould fail, Y 
Expos'd with pictures to promote the fale : | 
So tapſters ſet out ſigns, for muddy ale. 
You re only able to retrieve his doom, 
And make him here as fam'd as once at Rome : 
For ſure, when Julius firſt: this iſle ſubdued, 
Your anceſtors then mixt with Roman blood ; 
Some near ally'd to that whence Ovid came, 
Virgil and Horace, thoſe three ſons of Fame; 
Since to their memory it is ſo true, 22 
And ſhews their poetry ſo much in you. 
Go on in pity to this wretched iſſe, 
Which ignorant poetaſters do defile 
With louſy madrigals for lyric verſe; 
Inſtead of comedy with naſty faree. <Q 
Would Plautus, Terence e er, have been fo led 
T have dreſt Jack- pudding up to catch the crowd ? [ 
Or Sophocles five tedious acts have made, AX. | 
To ſhew a whining fool in love betray*d | 
By ſome falſe friend or ſlippery chambermaid, | 
Then, ere he hangs himſelf, bemoans his fall 
In a dull ſpeech, and that fine language cal? 
No, ſinde we live in ſuch a fulſome age, 
Mg ares nid-ehintnahndiivs: 
rr N 
DR 
1 yourſelf, defend the Muſe's cauſe, - ef: SF -- 
Proclaim their right, and t0 maintain their laws / . F 
Mike the dead ancients ſpeak the Britiſh tongues i 
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He caſt his ſearching eyes o'er all the frame, 


66 OTWAY'S POEMS. 

In his own-mother-tongue may humbly red 

What engines yet are wanting in his head 

To make him equal to the mighty dead, 

For of all Nature's works we moſt ſhould ſcorn 
The thing who thinks himſelf a poet born, 
Unbred, untaught, he rhymes, yet hardly ſpelle, 

And ſenſeleſsly, as ſquirrels jangle bells. 
Such things, Sir, here abound ; may therefore you 
Be ever to your friends, the Muſes, true 

May our defects be by your powers ſupply'd, 

Till, as Our Envy now, you grow our pride; 

Till by your pen reſtor'd, in triumph borne, 
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SPOKEN UPON 


His Royal Highneſs the DUKE of YORK 
| Coming'to the Theatre, Friday, April 21, 1682, 


SEE too much plenty, luxury, and caſe, 
Had furfeited this ifle to a diſeaſe; | 
When noiſome blains did its beſt parts o'erfpread, + 
And on the reſt their dire infection ſhed; _ 
Our great Phyſician, who the nature knew 

Of the diſtemper, and from whence it grew, | 
Fix'd; for three kingdoms? quiet, Sir, on you: 1 


And finding whence before one fickneſs can 5 3 
8 | 1 1 75 How 


aero > Of. 
How once before our miſchiefs foſter'd were, 
Knew well your virtue, and apply'd you there: 
Where ſo your goodneſs, ſo your juſtice ſway d, 
You but appear'd, and the wild plague was ſtay d. 
When, from the filthy dunghill- faction bred, cr 
New-form'd rebellion durſt rear up its head, 
Anſwer me all: Who ſtruck the monſter deadꝰ̃ 
See, ſee, the injur'd prince, and bleſa his name, 
Think on the martyr from-whoſe Os 1 
Think on the blood was ſhed for you before, 
And curſe the parricides that thirſt for more. 2 
His foes are yours, then of their wiles beware: AT 
Lay, lay him in your hearts, and guard him there, 
Where let his wrongs your zeal for him improve: 
He wears a firrord will juſtify your love. nab ah. 
With blood ſtill ready for your good t' expend, 
And has a heart that ne er Wee 2 a 2H 
His duteous loyalty before you lay, r 15 : ily 75428 
And learn of him, unmurmuring to obey. 7 
Think :what he as borne, your quiet to — LY 
Repent your madneſs, and rebel no more. 6 * 
. No more let Boutefeus hope to lead petitions 
Scrivenexs to be treaſurers; pedlars, eme gi> of 5 * 
Nor every fool, whoſe wife has tript-as- nt ; 
Pluck up a ſpirit, and turn rebel for t. * an 5 
In lands where cuckolds multiply like eum, 
What prince can be too jealous Lee A 02 
Or can too often think himſelf alarm de 
They 're oat to: agaedien Fra, amd: 
. And 
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And when the horned herd 's together got, 
Nothing portends a common- wealth like that. 
Caſt, caſt your idols off, your gods of wood, 
Ere yet Philiſtines fatten with your blood: 
Renounce your prieſts of Baal with amen faces, 


4 


Your Wapping feaſts, and your Mile-end high places. 


Nail all your medals on the gallows poſt, 
In recompence th original was loſt : 
At theſe, illuſtrious repentance pay, 
In his kind hands your humble offerings lay : 
Let royal pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th' atoning brother of your anger'd lord : 

He only brings a medicine fit t aſſuage 

A people's folly, and rouz'd monarch's rage. 
An infant prince, yet labouring in the womb, 
Fated with wondrous happineſs to come, ' 
He goes to fetch the mighty bleſſings home : 
With gentle breezes waft it ſafely there, 


Mildly, as hereafter may her fon command? 
While our glad monarch welcomes her to ſhore, 
And all good figns of fate his birth adorn, 

80 live and grow, a conſtant pledge to ſtand 
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The ſexe, ike what they "carry, calm and fair : 
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AT you, who this day's jubilee attend, 
And every loyal Muſe's loyal friend, 
That come to treat your longing wiſhes here, 
— deſiring eyes, and feaſt them 3 
Thus falling on your knees with me implore, 
May this poor land deer be that preſence more? | 
But if there any in this circle be, 420 
come ſo'eurſt ie enny whit thay fen po. oo. 
From the win fol tht would-be gre 100 han, zh 
To the dull knave that writ-the laſt lampoon! 
Let ſuch, as victims to that beauty's fame, 
Hang their vile blaſted heads, and die with ame-. 
Our mighty blefling is at laſt return'd, - * . 
The joy arriv'd for which fo long we mourn d- 
From whom our preſent peace we 2 
And all our future generations bleſt. 
Time, have a care: bring ſafe the hour of joy, 
' When ſome bleſt tongue proclaims a royal boy ?- 
And when tis born, let nature's hand be ſtrong ; : 


r 
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Till charg'd with honours we behold him ſtand, N 
Three kingdoms banners waiting his command, } 
His father's conquering ſword within his hand : 

Then th* English liens in the air advance, 
And with them roaring muſic to the dance, [ 


PTY a ONE Wa:ranto into France. 
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I nent 
In ftriving to reclaim a vicious age! ** 
Poets may write, e eee 547% 3; 7 
You care as little what the pots teach, al 
As you regard e church what parſons proach. 
But where ſuch follies and ſuch vices e 
What honeſt pen has patience to refrain? 

At church, in pews, L | 
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roarz; 

Ye go to church, to glout and ogle there, 

With equal zeal ye honour either place = : 


And run ſo very.evenly your race, 8 8 7 
Y” improve in wit juſt as ye do in grace. 
It muſt be ſo; ſome dæmon has poſſeſt 


3 and we havs asu nc been beſt 
55 Y' hae f 


AERO LOCOGVTR: * 

Y” have ſeen it all, and heard of its renown, 
In reverend ſhape it ſtalk'd about the town, 
Six yeomen tall attending on its froẽw nm. 
Sometimes, with humble note and zealous lore, 
*Twould play the apoſtolic function o'er : 
But heaven have mercy on us when it ſwore! _ | 
Whene'er it ſwore, to prove the oaths were true, 
Out of its mouth at random halters flew | 
Round ſome unwary neck, by magic throw, 

Though ſtill the cunning devil ſav'd its own: F, 
For when th' enchantment could no longer laſt, 
The ſubtle Pug, moſt dextrouſly uncaſ t,, 
Left awful form for one more ſeeming pious _ YJ' 
And in a moment vary d to defy us; j 
From ſilken doctor, home-fpun Ananias : | 
Left the lewd court, and did in city fix, * | 
Where till by its old arts it plays new tricks, 5 
And fills the heads of fools with On 5 
This dæmon lately drew in many a gueſt, 
To part with zealous guinea for- no feaſt. . 
Who, but the moſt incorrigible fops, 
For ever doom'd in diſmal cells, call'd hopes.” 
'To cheat and damn themſelves to get their ee 
Would lay ſweet money out in ſham thankſgivings ? 
Sham plots you may have paid for o'er and o'er; 
But who c'er paid for a ſham treat before? 
Had you not better ſent your offerings all 
Hither to us, than Sequeſtrators' Hall ? _ 
I being your ſteward, juſtice had been done yes 


1 could have entertain d you worth yout money. _ 
1 F4 | THE 
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— 1 
And no kind ftars the pilot guide, 
Shew me at fea the boldeſt there, 
Who does not with for quiet here. 
For quiet, friend, the ſoldier fights, 


For this feeds hard, nod aner, C19 
Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 


Since wealth and power too weak we find, 5 
To quell the tumults of the mind ; 2 


Or from the monarch's roofs of ſtate 


. —— —  ; [Eres 


Of what his father left poſſaſt; 

No baſe defires corrupt his head, 

No fears diſturb him in his bed. 
What then in life, which ſoon muſt end, 
Can all our vain defigns intend ? 

From ſhore to ſhore why ſhould we run, 


When none his tireſome ſelf can ſhun ? 


For baneful egg covey 1 U 
And overtake us under fail, 


* he if 
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1 SECOND. von oF, HORACE. 
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IMITATION OF HORACE. 73 
Twill dodge the great man's train bakind, - % x6 
Out-run the roe, out-fly the wind. fy 
Tf then thy foul rejoice to-day, 

Drive far to-morrow's cares away. ** 
In laughter let them all be drown'd : 

No perfect good is to be found. 
One mortal feels Fate's ſudden blow, 
Another's lingering death comes flow ; 
And what of life they take from thee, _ 
The gods, may give to puniſh me. 3 
Thy portion is a wealthy ſtock, c 5 
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock," 

Horſes and chariots for thy eaſe, 

Rich robes to deck and make thee pleaſe, 

For me, a Iittle cell I chuſe, 

Fit for my mind, fit for my Muſe, 

Which ſoft content does beſt adorn, 

Shunning the knaves and fools I ſcorn, 


THE 'COMPLAINT: 
A =_ Tx 9.9 © 
To a Scotch tune. 5 


1 LOVE, I doat, r 
No quiet 's in my mind, | 
| Though ee ee ee Wi A 
r For 


For "MY . her chains s. 
I aſk relief from ſmart, | 

She only gives me looks of ſcorn ; | 
Alas! 'twill break my heart! 


My rivals, rich in worldly ſtore, -. 
May offer heaps of gold, 
But ſurely I a, heaven adore, 
Too precious to be fold; / 
Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize, 
For wealth, and not deſert; . 
And my poor ſighs and tears 1 
Alas, twill break my heart! 


When, like 88 panting, hovering doe, 
I for my bliſs contend, ee eee 
And plead the cauſe of cager love,  _ 
She coldly calls me friend. _ 
Ah, Sylvia! thus in vain you firive 
. To act a healers part, 
Txill keep but lingering pain alive, 
Alas! and break my heart. 


When, on my lonely, bande bed 
I lay me down to reſt, 
In hope to calm my raging head, 
And cool my burning breaſt, 
| Her cruelty all eaſe denies; - 
With ſome fad dream I ſtart, 
All drown'd in tears I find my eyes, r. 
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HE COMPLAIN T. 73 
Then riſing, through the path I rove . 
That leads me where ſhe dwells, 

Where to che ſenſeleſs waves my love bs 

Its mournful ſtory tells: . _ 
/ With fighs L dew and kiG the door, 

Till morning bids depart;. ,, 
Then vent ten thouſand fg and more. 

Alas . will break my heart! 


But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt” 7 wos, a 
And I am dead and cold, | 
Renounce the cruel deed you "Ye dons, 
Nor glory when tis rold; 
For ev lovely generous maid _ 
Will take my injur'd part, 
And curſe thee, Sylvia, I'm i 
For 8 my poor heart. | 


pK 0 * 0 CY v * 
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coRSTANTINR THE GREAT, : 

War think ye meant wiſe Providence, when fir 
Poets were made? I'd tell you, if SANG. 

That 'twas in contradiction to heaven's word, 

That when its ſpirit o'er the waters ſtirr d, 

5 e reg 
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For, were it worth the pains of fix long days, . 
To mould retailers of dull third - day plays, | 
That ftarve out threeſtore years in hopes of bays? | 
"The plain Guy nA WH EP GEPCRaNNG,, - 

| But came by meer equivocal generation: 

Like rats in ſhips, eee 

As hated too as they are, and unfed. | 

A he GA b | 

| Scarce knowing Poets, leſs by Poets known. 

Yer this poor thing, fo ſcorn'd and fer at fought, 

Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

' Prouder to own the bras they never got, 
Than fumbling, itching rbymers of the town EY. 
T' adopt ſome baſe-born ſong that's, not their own. . 
Spite of his ſtate, my Lord ſometimes deſcends, =» 
To pleaſe the importunity of. friends. 

The dulleſt he, thought moſt for Buſineſs fit, 

Will venture his boughe place to aim nt wit; 
And though he ſinks with his employs of ſtate, 

Till common ſenſe forſake him, he Il tranſlate. 

The Poet and the Whore alike complains 8 | 
Of trading quality, that ſpoil their gains; 

of ell te, wh le gives = þ 
Therefore r £34 
Under the ftarving ſign of Capricorn, 

Prevent the malice of their ſtars in time, 

And warn them early from the fin of rhyme : 


Tell them how Spenſer ftarv'd, how Cowley mourn'd, 
AA, 


And 


PROLOGUE/ TO CONSTANTINE. 77 


And if ſuch warning they refuſe to take, 

This laſt experiment, O parents, made 

With hands behind them ſee th* offender ty d, 
The pariſh whip and beadle by his fide ; 

Then lead him to ſome ſtall that does expoſe 

The authors he loves moſt; there rub his noſe, 

Till, like a ſpaniel laſh'd to know command, 
He by the due correction underſtand, _ ke 
To keep his brain clean, and not foul the land ; 

Till he againſt his nature learn to ſtrive, 

And get the knack of dulneſs how to thrive. 


% 


THE BEGINNING OF 
A' 1 f 07 A . 
OY OED n 8 
DEATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY. | 


WIr Caen cs as 
And thus diſturbs the ſhepherds” peaceful reign ? 
A diſmal found breaks through the yielding air, 
Forewarning us fome dreadful ftorm is near. 
The bleating flocks in wild confuſion ſtray, f 
The early larks forſake their wandering way, } 
And ceaſe to welcome-in the new-born day. 
Each nymph poſſeſt with a diſtracted fear, + 
Diſorder d hangs her looſe diſhevel'd hair. 


Diſcaſes 


» .OTW.A'Y'S) PORAMS.,: 
Diſeaſes with her ſtrong convulſions rein,; 
And deities, not known before to pain, | 
Are now with apopleQtic ſeizures ſlain: n 
Hence flow our ſorrows, hence increaſe our fears, 
Each humble plant does drop her filver tears. 
Ye tender lambs, ſtray not ſo faſt away, 
To'weep and mourn let us together ſtay : 

Oeer all the univerſe let it be ſpread, w 
Thar now the ſhepherd of the dert iv dead. | 
The royal Pan, that ſhepherd of the ſheep, - 7 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep, 4 | 
Is gone, ah gone! ne'er to return from. Deaths 

eternal ſleep ! 


Begin, 8 let thy numbers ly 
Aloft here the ſoft milky way does lie; | +. 
Mopſus, who Daphnis to the ſtars did fing, 
E Shall join with you, and thither waft our king. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful ſtrain, | 
Anck tell in notes, through all ch“ Arcadian plain, 
The royal Pan, che ſhepherd of the ſheep, 
He, who to leave his flock did dying wee, 
Is gone, ah gene! W eee Dae f 
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PT. W 1 . 
* Ambages; ſed fumina fequar faltigis rerum. Vl. 0 


How have we wunder- d a long diſmal ade! ts 
Led through blind paths by each deluding light ! : 
| Now plung'd in mire, now by ſharp brambles rorn, . 
With tempeſts beat, and to the winds a ſcorn ! 
Loſt, weary'd, ſpent! but ſee the Eaſtern ſtar 
And glimmering light dawns kindly from afar : 
Bright goddeſs, hail ! while we by thee furvey | 
The various errors of our painful way; 
While, guided by ſome clew of heavenly — 
The labyrinth perplex d we backward tread, 
Through rulers? avarice, pride, ambition, _ 
2 cabals, and winding turns of ſtate, | 
G 2 The | 
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The ſenate's rage, and all the crooked lines 

Of incoherent plots and wild deſigns ; 

Till, getting our where firſt we enter d inn, 
A new bright race of glory we begin. 

As, after Winter, Spring's glad face appears, 
As the bleſt ſhore to ſhip-wreck'd mariners, 
Succeſs to lovers, glory to the brave, 

Health to the fick, or freedom to the ſlave; 
Such was great Cæſar's day ! the wondrous day, 
That long in Fate's dark boſom hatching lay, 
Heaven to abſolve, and fatisfaftion bring, 
For twenty years of miſery and fin ! 

What ſhouts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
Swell'd every breaſt, did every tongue employ, 
With rays direct, whilſt on his people ſhone 
The King triumphant from the martyr's throne ! 
Was. ever prince like him to mortals given? 
So much the joy of earth and care of heaven! 
Under the preſſure of unequal fate, 5 
Of. ſo. ere a mind, and foul ſo great!: 
So full of meekneſs, and ſo void of pride, tl 
When borne aloft by Fortune's higheſt tide ! 
Mercy, like heaven, 's his chief prerogative, 
His joy to ſave, and glory to forgive. 

All forms compos d, and tempeſts rage aſleep, 
He, Halcyon like, fat brooding o'er the deep. 
He ſaw the royal bark ſecurely ride, 


No danger threatening from the peaceful tide ; 
And he who, when the winds and ſeas were high, 
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No diminution to his honour thought, | 
T' enjoy the pleaſure of the calm he brought. 
(Should he alone be ſo the people's ſlave 
As not to ſhare the bleſſings that he gave?) 
But not till, full of providential care, 
He choſe a pilot in his place to fteer : 
One in his father's councils and his own 
Long exercis'd, and grey in buſineſs grown 
Whoſe confirm'd judgment and ſagacious wit 
Knew all the ſands on which raſh monarchs ſplit; 
Of rifing winds could, ere they blew, inform, 
And from which quarter to expect the ftorm. 
Such was, or ſuch he ſeem'd, whom Cæſar choſe, 
And did all empire's cares in him repoſe; 
That, after all his toils and dangers paſt, 
He might lie down and taſte ſome eaſe at laſt. 

Now ftands the ſtateſman of the helm poſſeſt, 
On him alone three mighty nations reſt ; 
* Byrſa his name, bred at the wrangling bar, 
And ſkill'd in arms of that litigious war; 
But more to Wit's peacefuller arts inclin'd, 
Learning's Mzcenas, and the Muſes' friend; 
Him every Muſe in-every age had ſung, 
His eaſy flowing wit and charming tongue, 
Had not the treacherous voice of power inſpir'd 
His mounting thoughts, and wild ambition fir'd ; 
Diſdaining leſs alliances to-own, | 
He now ſers up for kinſman of the throne ; 
Earl of Clarendon. | 

G 3 And 


36 DU LES POEM VS. 
And Anna, by the power her father gain d. 
Back'd with great Czfar's abſolute command, 
On falſe pretence of former contracts made, 
Is forced on brave ® Britannicus's bed. n 5 
Thus rais'd, his infolence his wit out- vy'd, 
And meaneſt avarice maintain'd his pride: 821 
When Cæſar, to confirm his infant ſtate, F 
Drown'd in oblivion all old names of hate, 
By threatening many, but excepting none 
That paid the purchaſe of oblivion... 
 Byrſa his maſter's free - given mercy fold, 
And royal grace retail d-for rebel gold: 
That new ftate-maxim he invented firſt, 
(To aged Time's laſt revolution curſt) ; 
That teaches monarchs to oblige their foes, | 
And their beſt friends to beggary expoſe; — * 
For theſe, he ſaid, would till . 
Tis the old badge of loyalty to ſtarve: 
But harden'd rebels muſt by bribes be won, 
And paid for all the mighty ills they ve done: 
Wen wealth and honour from their treaſdns flow, 
How can they chuſe but very loyal grow? 
This falſe ungrateful maxim Byrſa taught, 
Vaſt ſums of wealth from thriving rebels brought; 
Titles and power to thieves and traitors fold, 
| Swell'd his ftretch'd coffers with &er-flowing gold. 
Hence all theſe tears - in theſe firſt ſeeds was ſown 
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Of that accurſt and ſacrilegious crew, 5 

Which great by merit of rebellion grew, 

Had all unactive periſh'd and unknown, 

The falſe * Antonius had ſuffic'd alone, 

To all ſucceeding ages to proclaim b 

Of this ſtate principle the guilt and ſhame. 

Antonius early in rebellious race 

Swiftly ſet out, nor ſlackening in his pace; 

Urg'd to all ills, the little daring brat- 

With unabated ardour does engage, 

The loathſome dregs of his decrepit age; 

Bold, full of native and acquir'd deceit, ' 

Of ſprightly cunning and malicious wit ; 

Reſtleſs, projecting ſtill ſome new defign, 

Still drawing round the government his line, 

Bold on the walls, or buſy in the mine: 
Lewd as the ſtews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan preciſe ; 

Before their ſight he draws the juggler's cloud: 
Of public intereſt, and the people's good. 

The working ferment of his active mind, 

In his weak body's caſk with pain confin d., 

Would burſt the rotten veſſel where tis pent, 

But that tis tapt to give the treaſon vent. 4 
Such were the men that from the ftatctinan's han, 
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Theſe ſwarming locuſts greedily devour ; TED. 
Preferr'd to all the ſecrets of the ſtate, 
Theſe ſenſeleſs finners in the council fate, 
In their unjuſt deceitful balance laid. 
PPT 
This wiſe * Loviſius knew, whoſe mighty mind 
Had univerſal empire long defign'd; | 
And when he all things found were bought and fold, | 
Thought nothing there impoſſible to gold: + 
With mighty ſums, through ſecret channels brought, 
On the corrupted counſellors he wrought:  ' © 
A hazardous and an expenſive war. 
Their freſh affronts and matchleſs infolence 


To Cæſar's honour made a fair pretence ; 


Meer outſide this, but, ruling by his pay, 
Cunning Loviſius did this project lay, | 
By mutual damages to weaken thoſe 
Who only could his vaſt deſigns oppoſe. 
But Cæſar, looking with a juſt diſdain 

Upon their bold pretences to the main, 1 <a 4 
To laſh their inſolence, and curb their pride: 
Britannicus, by whoſe high virtues grac'd, 
Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form, neon col 
Slow * but Leh „ 


. French King. 
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In council calm, fierce as a ſtorm in fight, ; 
Danger his ſport, and labour his delight : 
To him the fleet and camp, the ſea and field, 
Did equal harveſts of bright glory yield. 
No leſs each civil virtue him commends, 
The beſt of ſubjefts, brothers, maſters, friends; 
To merit juſt, to needy virtue kind, | 
True to his word, and conſtant to his friend : 
What 's well reſolv'd as bravely he purſues, 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chuſe. 
Honour was born, not planted in his heart, 
And Virtue came by nature, not by art: 
Where glory calls, and Czſar gives command, 
He flies; his pointed thunder in his hand. 
The Belgian fleet endeavour'd, but in vain, 
The tempeſt of his fury to ſuſtain: 
Shatter'd and torn, before his flags they fly w 
Like doves that the exalted eagle ſpy, 
Ready to ſtoop and ſeize them from on high : 
He, Neptune like, when, from his watery bed 
Above the waves lifting his awful head, | 
He ſmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein, 
In triumph rides o'er the aſſerted main; 583 
And now returns, the watery empire won, 3145 
At Cæſar's feet to lay his trident down. | 
But who the ſhouts and triumphs can relate x 1 
Of the glad iſle that his return did wait ? | | 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ſtrand, 
Loud as the ſea, and numerous as the ſand, 
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A joy too great to be by words expreſt, 
Shines in each . 
So joy the many, but the wiſer few vx 
The godlike prince with filent wonder view. 
The grateful ſenate his high acts confeſs 
In a vaſt gift, but than his merit leſs... 
Britannicus is all the voice of Fame, 
Britannicus ! ſhe knows no- other name; 
'The people's darling, and'the court's delight; 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
Shall he, ſhall ever he, who now commands U 
'So many thouſand hearts, and tongues, and 3 : 
Shall ever he, by ſome ſtrange crime of fate, 
Fall under the ignoble vulgar's hate? 
M bo knows? the turns of an ll? 2 
Who fix her globe, or ſtop the rolling wheel? 
The crowd 's a ſea, whoſe wants run high or low,. 
According as the winds, their leaders, blow. 
An envious blaſt, that makes the billows riſe : 
The blaſt, that whence it comes, or where it Boes, | 
We know not, but where-e'er it liſts it blows, 
Was not of old the Jewiſh eee 
Hoſanna firſt, and after crucify ** W 
Now Byrſa with full orb illuſtrious ſhone, 
With beams reflected from his glorious ſon ; - 
All power his own, but what was given to hot 3 
That counſellors by him from rebels Wop 52611057 
But, rais'd ſo far; each now diſdairis a firſt, 
The tate of power does but inflame the thirſt... 


With 
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With envious eyes they Bryſa's glories 
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Nor think they can be great, while lefs chan he, } bi Fu- 


Envy their cunning ſharpen'd, and their wit, 
Enough before for treacherous councils fit: 
T” accuſe him openly not yet they teh ae 
But ſubtly by degrees his fall prepare: IN 
They knew by long-experienc'd deſert: 
How near he grew rooted'to Cæſar's heart; 
To move him hence, requir'd no common ity, 
But what is hard to a reſolved will?̃ 
They found his public actions all conſpire, 
Wiſely apply'd, to favour their deſire: 
But one they want their venom to ſuggeſt, 
And make it gently ſlide to Cæſar's breaſt: 
Who fitter than ® Villerius for this part > 
And him to gain requir'd but little art, 
For miſchief was the darling of his heart. 
A compound of ſuch parts as never ye ; 
In any one of all God's creatures met: 
Not ſick men's dreams ſo various or fo wild, 
Or of ſuch diſagreeing ſhapes compil'd d; 
Yet, through all: changes of his ſhifting ſcene, 1 
Still conſtant to buffoon and harlequn, 
As if he ad made a prayer, than his of old 
Miore fooliſh, that turn'd all he ronh'd to b. 
God granted him to play th eg uk f 85 
And all he bandes turn hanna ond 
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A many rolling years he did enploy, 
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Thus a new Midas truly he appears, | 
Did he the weightieſt buſineſs of the ſtate 
At council or in ſenate-houſe debate, 

King, country, all, he for a jeſt would quit, 
To catch ſome little flaſh of paltry wit: 
How full of gravity ſoe er he ſtruts, 

The ape in robes will ſcramble for his nuts: 
Did he all laws of heaven or earth defy, 
Blaſpheme his God, or give his king the lye ; 
Adultery, murders, or ev'n worſe, commit, 


Still 'twas a jeſt, and nothing but ſheer wit: 


At laſt this edg'd-tool wit, his darling ſport, 
Wounded himſelf, and baniſh'd him the court : 

Like common jugglers, or like common whores, 
All his tricks ſhewn, he was kick'd out of doors. 


Not chang'd in humour by his change of place, 


Hie ftill found company to ſuit his grace; 


Mountebanks, quakers, chemiſts, trading les, EY 
Pimps, players, city ſheriffs, and ſuburb harlots ; 
War his averſion, once he heard it rar, 
But, Damn him if he ever bear it more!” } 
And there you may believe him, though hc ſwore. J- 
But with play-houſes, wars, imrhortal wars, 
He wag'd, 0941+ 46 e Singin 


And hands almoſt as many, to deſtroy _ 
Heroic RG as Greece to ruin 1 


be Rebearldl. | 
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Once more, ſays Fame, for battle he prepares, 
And threatens rhymers with a ſecond farce: 
But, if as long for this as that we ſtay, 
He ll finiſh Clevedon ſooner than his play.” 

This precious tool did the new ſtateſmen uſe 
In Cary breath their whiſpers to infuſe : 
Suſpicion? s bred by gravity, beard, and gown ; 
But who ſuſpects the madman and buffoon ? 
And all his jeſts fober impreflions made: 
Beſides, he knew to chuſe the ſofteſt hour, 
When Cæſar for/a. while forgot his power, 


And, cont Benin er eee EET 


In the free joys of wine relax*'& his cares. 
"T'was then he play'd the ſly SEES 1 500 
And ſerious miſchief did in ridicule. | 


Then he with jealous thoughts his 1 an, 


And gild with mirth and glittering wit the pill. 
With a grave mien, diſcourſe, en eee 
He pleaſantly the ape could imitate, | 
And ſoon as a contempt of ee a 
n RIES: 70 
— Gravities diſguiſe 


The greateſt jſt of all, „ he'd needs be wiſe--- 


(ere e writer lar 
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2 AS EG L 3 double fire. 
| Of: the hot ſun and eee 

Stretch d on my downy couch at eaſe „ _ 
Big with expeCtance, of the lovely maid n . 4 
The curtains but half drawn, a light let in, 
Such as in ſhades of thickeſt groves is ſcen n 
Such as remains when the ſun flics away, went te bun 
Or when night 's gone, and yet it is" * f 
This light ta modeſt maids muſt be allo d, 
Where hame may hope its gute head e on. 
And now my. n Nen rere did appear, a 0 l 


3 


Looſe as her eee eee m_—_ 
In ſuch a garb, with ſuch a grace and mien, 

To her rich bed approach'd th Auer queen. 
'So Lais look' d, when all the youth of Greece 14 
With adoration did her charms confeſs. : | 
Her envious gown-to-pull away I try'd, + © 
But ſhe reſiſted fill, and fill deny'd; hf 
But fo refiſted, that ſhe ſeem'd to be : 


* 


VU I Y « 1 F 9 
nwilling to obtain the „ Sf Thi: 4s 
- 1 . Mx? ESE a Io X'S * 8 4 
1 . 2 4 <a 
ö 1 
= 


n Jaſt an eaſy conqueſt had, 

But, when ſhe naked ſtood before my {50g TY 
Gods ! with what charms diſt ſhe my ſoul farprize ! | 
What ſnowy arms did I both ſee and feel 


— | 
; Plump, 
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IMITATION OF OVID. 


Plump, as ripe cluſters, roſe each glowing breaſt, 
Courting the hand, and ſueing to be preſt! 

In every limb what various. charms were ſpread, 
Where thouſand little Loves and Graces,play'd'! 
One beauty did through her whole body ſhine. _ 

I faw, admir'd, and ꝓreſs d it oloſe to mine. 
The reſt, who knows not? Thus entranc'd = 


| Till in each other's arms we dy'd away; 
O give me ſuch a noon (ye gods) to every day. 


HORACE, BOOK H. ODE W.. 


LUSH not, ay friend, 0 hve 1 
Which thy fair captive's eyes do move: 

Achilles, once the fierce, the brave, 4 

Stoop'd to the beauties of a ſlave; | . 

'Tecmeſſa's charms could overpower 

Ajax her lord and conqueror;; _ | 

Great Agamemnon when ſucceſs 

Did all his arms with conqueſt: bleſe 

When Hector's fall had-gain'd him more | Kl 

Than ten long rolling years * Sen wig 
By a bright captiye virgin's eyes 
E n in the midſt of triumph "_ ttc age rs fared It'A 

| You know not to what mighty line 
The lovely maid may make you joins n 

See but the charms her ſorrow wears, 

No common cauſe could draw ſuch tears: n 1 10 

Thoſe ftreams ſure that adorn her fo. 

For loſs of royal kindred flow : - 


* See another imitation of "this m Yalden's.' 
Poems, p. 376. Oh! 
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| Km; the nobleſt love 
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Oh ! think not ſo divine a thing i 28 Qi 
Could from the bed of commons „ tr ore” 
Whoſe faith could ſo — 
Was never born of any race | | _ 2 - 2 


Her elde dle. and all her charms Ne 53h 3 
I, poor I, may ſafely praiſe. _ Pr” ws 
Suſpect not, Love, the youthful nge FO 


TH 


* 
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ever any injur'd power, e un. m W le iti 
By which the falſe Barine ney Ee alf ale 
Falſe, fair Barinẽ, on thy head  — yo 13! e 
Had the leaſt mark of vengeance 8 e v0 
Had ſuſfer d by thy perjury, ,,, » 
I ſhould believe thy-vows ; but 1 
Since perjur d e more charming grow, 


IMITATIONS: or HORACE. ” 

By hore gud pil the Ne Mn ir eh I 
Venue bears this, and all th While | „ 
At thy empty vows does finile, © 
Her nymphs all ſmile, her little fon 
Does ſmile, and to his quiver run; ET CS 
Does ſmile, and fall to whet his darts, 
To wound for thee freſh "lovers hearts © 
Thy train of ſlaves grows every day; 

Nor leave thy former ſubjetts hee, 

Though oft they threaten to be fre, 

Their forſworn miſtreſs they foro ar. 
Thee every careful mother fears 

For her ſon's blooming tender years 
Thee frugal ſires, thee the young bride cuir A 
In Hymen's W tg J 1 codu wt 
Th' * huſband * her anne. 
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HORACE «#58 "LYDIA 
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Horace.” or le 
Wine. I was welcome be OI alles. 
In which no happier youth had part, © | tx * 
And, full of more prevaihing charms, -- © 1 2 
rn «.... arms, 8 | 
1 H 2 I flouriſh'd — 


98 2D b B's 2 OE NM 
I flouriſh'd richer and more bleſt - is 22989 off 
Tine gra mend often. 
aun D'J Mn | wrad anasd 
Nor Lydia di to Gaal. EC ot ano wt 
The only theme of verſe and fame, 3 
I flouriſh'd more than ſhe W Ww] d. 
Whoſe godlike fon our Rome did founde. 
| | HWORA CE. 5 ann 
% ˙ ae et 469 
And every Grace adorns, ſubdues; - 
For whom I d gladly die, to fave 
Her dearer beauties from the grave. | 
FF„½ d and 5 
My Joyely Calpe dann: rn 
p For whom I twice would die, do fave rann 
e el eg 1 
r | 
And our firft res again ſhould burn;  _ _ _. 
Tf Eliloe 's batiſh'd, to make way” © 7 
For the forſaken Lydia ss 


12 hs * 


LYDIA. 

. Though he is ſhining as 2 ſtar, 12 

Conſtant and kind as he ig fair; TRY Fr 

Thou light as.cork, xough. as che ſea, FE 
Ves 1 would live, would dic * eg... uy 15 "Bf 
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7 | Theoeritus, Idyll. XI | 


INSCRIBED 10 DR. $HORT. 


SHORT, no herb, no ſive, was ever found 
70 eaſe a lover's heart, or heal his wound; | 
'No medicine this prevailing ill ſubdues, 
None, but the charms of the condoling Muſe : 
Sweet to the ſenſe, and eaſy to the ming. 
The cure; but hard, but very hard, to find. — 
This you well know, and ſurely none fo well, 
Who both in Phyſic's ſacred art excel, n 
And in Wit's orb among the brighteſt ſuine, 
The love of Phœbus, and the tuneful Nine. 
Thus ſweetly fad of old, the Cyclops ſtrove 
To ſoften his uneaſy hours of love: 
Then, when hot youth urg d him to e, 
And Galatea's eyes kindled the raging fire, 
His was no common flame, nor could he move 
In the old arts and beaten paths of love; 
Nor flowers nor fruits ſent to oblige the fair, 
Nor more to pleaſe curl'd his neglected — ! 
His was all rage, all madneſs; to his mind "ſe 
No other cares their wonted entrance find. 
Oft from the field his flock return'd alone, ' ' 
Unheeded, unobſerv'd: he on ſome ſtone. 
Or craggy cliff, to. che deaf winds and fea 
Feoufing Galatea's cruelty ; 
95 H 2. ill. 


woe DU K EAS POE MS. 
Till night, from the firſt dawn of opening day, 2 
Conſumes wicli inward heat, and-melts away. 
Vet then a cure, the only cure, he found, 
And thus apply d it to the bleeding wound ; 
From a ſteep rock, from whence he might ſurvey 
The flood (the bed where his lov'd ſea-nymph lay), 
His drooping head with ſorrow bent he hung, Ty 
And thus his griefs calm'd-with his mournful bag. 
« Fair Galatea, why is all my pain ky 7 
« Rewarded thus? ſol love with Gacp diſdain 2 ; 

« Fairer than falling ſnow or riſing light, 
« Soft to the touch as charming to the ſight ; _ 

«« Sprightly as unyok'd heifers, on whoſe head 
% The tender creſcents but begin to ſpread; 
« Yet, cruel, you to harſhneſs more incline, 
„70%ẽe don the rage ans. 
4 Soon as my heavy eye-lids ſeal'd with fleep, 
« Hither you come out from the foaming deep; 
„But, when ſleep leaves me, you together fly, 2 = + 8 
« And vaniſh fwiftly from my opening eye, 
Liften young lambs when the fierce wolf they ſpy. | 

« I well remember the firſt fatal day | 
„ That made my bean your beauty 's eaſy prey, K 303 
II WPI auth We 1 
% Of all its brightneſs, all its pride, bereft. 
2222 Sacha womerain's ops. 
Of the high office proud, I led you up; 195 
« To hyacinths and roſes did you bring, 
And how's you h wala of tw s,, 


4 


* 


ne 
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„„ 
« But from that hour my ſoul has known no reſt, 
«© Soft peace is baniſh'd from my tortur'd breaft di A "Y 
I rage, I burn. Let fill regardleſs you! ©» 
„No; by the gods that ſhall revenge my pain: 
No you, the more I love, the more diſdain... / 
„Ah! nymph, by every grace ador'd, I know m 
** Why you deſpiſe and fly the Cyclops: fog |; / 
Becauſe a ſhaggy brow. from ſide to de, 
Stretch d in a line, does my large forehead hide; 
And under that one only eye does ſhine, 0 
And my flat noſe to my big Iips does Nba 
«« Such though I am, yet know, a thouſand ſheep, / 88 
„ The pride of the Sicilian hills, I keep? : 
Wich fweeteſt milk they fill my flowing pails, 
* And my vaſt ſtock of cheeſes never fails; 
„In ſummer's heat, or winter's ſharpeſt cold, 
© My. loaded ſhelves groan with the weight they bold. 
With ſuch ſoft notes Þ the ſhrill pipe inſpire,,, 
That every litening Cyclops does adùmuue g, 7) #» 
** While wich it often I all night proclaim + dT > 
Thy powerful charms, and my ſacceſslefs flats; // 
Tor thee twelve does, all big with fawn, 1 feed; 
And four bear- cuba, tame to thy hand, I breeck 


% Dux Es POE N s. 
« There the ſtreight cypreſs and green laurel join, 


And creeping ivy claſps the cluſter'd vine; L 
« Ther fre, col rl, from Kn, parc bs, 2 
4 Diffolv'd into-ambrofaal liquor, flow. 
« Who the wild waves and blackiſh-ſea could chuſe, 
2722 oot Arvoms roful; ? 


« Without a fire defy the winter air, 
« Kaone I have mighty foes of wood, and know | 


<< Perpetual fires on my bright hearth do glow. | 


But af e e e e eee {A 


«« My ſoul, my life itſelf ſhould burn for thee, D ; 


« And this one eye, as dear as life to me. 


<«« Why was not I with fins, like fiſhes, made, 42 


«+ Then'would 1 dive beneath che yielding tide, | 


* And kiſs your hand, if you yourlips deny d. 


« To thee I d lilies and red poppies bear, 


| ——— 


« But I'm refolv'd I Il learn to fwim and dive 
« Of the next ſtranger that does here arrive, 


«© That ch' undiſcover'd pleaſures I may know '- © 


< Like-me that on this rock unmindful fit 


46 re IF (4h 5 


4 Home to return forget, and live with me. 
„ 


To feed the flock, and milk the burthen'd ewes, 
| 1 e T 


1 > 


1 


TEE CYCLES 76h 
c My mother does unkindly uſe her ſon, 

© By her negle&t the Cyclops is undone ... 

c For rhe ſhe never labours to prevail, 

Nor whiſpers in your ear my amorous tale. 

« No; RETIRE hg UP . 
« And ſees my body waſte, and firength dec EE 
% But I more ills than what 1 feel will heights” 5 
„And of my head ad of my'feet complain; cob oh 
% That, in her breaſt if any pity lie, wg: 1 

© She may be ſad, and griev'd, as well as I. 

. «« O' Cyclops, Cyclops, where 's thy reaſon fled : * 
« If your young lambs with new-pluck'd boughs you fed, 


And watch'd your flock, would you not ſeem more wiſe; 


4 Milk what is next, purſue not that which flies. 
« Perhaps you may, fince this proves ſo YOUR. t 5 SRO 
Another fairer Galatea find. wo. © 
Me many virgins as T paſs invite 
« To waſte with them in love's” ſoft ſports the night; 
% And, if I but incline my liftening ear, 
« New j joys, new ſmiles, in all their looks appear. 
« Thus we, it ſeems, can be belov'd ; * 5 g 
cc It ſeems, are ſomebody as well as the !”* 5 255 d * 
Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire, "A 
And ſooth'd with gentle verſe his fierce bmp 8 80 
Thus paſs'd his hours with more delight and caſe, 
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'T 0 gy * IL. I 
Fx, Fit, . E ies, 3 An 
Bring back my love, or let ber lover die.. 
Make haſte, O ſun, and to my eyes en 
My Czlia brighter than thyſelf reſtore. * 0 
In ſpite of thee, tis night when ſhe 3 — at 
Her eyes alone ean the glad beams diſplay, . 
That makes my ſky look clear, and gd my dy. 
O when will ſhe lift up her. facred light. wt 
"And chaſe away the flying ſhades of night! | 
With her how faſt the flowing hours run = SA 36 
But oh how long they ſtay when the is gone? 
So flowly time when clogg'd with grief does moves 
So ſwift when borne upon the wings of love? N 
Hardly three days, they tell me, yer are Ns. '> 
Yet tis an age ſince I beheld her laſt. rk * 
O, my auſpicious ſtar, make haſte to 3 1 „ 4 
To charm our hearts, and bleſs our longing eyes ! 
O, how I long on thy dear eyes to gage, 
And chear my own with their refleſted rays! ... O's 
How my impatient, thirſty ſoul does long .. 
To hear the charming mukic of thy tongue! 
Where pointed wit with ſolid. ju nt 
And in one eaſy ſtream united flows. 
 Whene'er you ſpeak, with what delight we hear, "1 
FF | 


0 


"Sat he 8 i. 12 
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. FOE & 
Nature 's too prodigal to womankind, | 
Ex n where ſhe does neglect t!/adorn the mind z 
Beauty alone bear̃s ſuch reſiſtleſs ſway, 
As makes mankind with joy and pride obey. 
But, oh! when wit and ſenſe with beauty „ zei, 
The woman's ſweetneſs with the manly mind: 1 
When nature with ſo juſt a hand does mix „ 
The moſt engaging charms of either ſex;. _ 3 
And out of both that thus in one combine 
Does ſomething form not human but divine, 
What 's her command, but that we all adore og 
The nobleſt work of her almighty power! Y 3 
Nor ought our zeal thy anger to create, e eee 
Since love 's thy debt, nor is our choice, but fates... * 


Where nature bids, worſhip I ars. 18 
Nor have the liberty to diſobe /: 

And whenſoe'er the does quit, wag | 9 
She gires r * 
Had I a pen that could at once impart - 1 
Soft Ovid's nature and high Virgil's art, | 2 
Then the immortal Sachariſſas name 
Should be but ſecond in the liſt of fame: | 
T 
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A Perron, upon ako Deathof het Grace Mane 
Dua ve SOUTH HAM yron bn oe . 


W 
* 
* 


th. n . * 
ELL me, my 1 tell thy Danes, why ä 
Does my dowd Frain in this fad poſture lie ??: | 
What mean theſe ſtreams ftill falling from thins eyes, [ 
Faſt as thoſe fighs from thy fwoln boſom riſe? 
Has the fierce wolf broke throught the fenced ground” 


Have thy-lambs firay'd? or has Dorinda frown'd? © : 
THYRsS1s. The wolf? Ah! = EE uren for | 
now hefmay on = 
Have thy lambs ſtray d n ee r I! 
Dorinda frown'd?? No, ſhe is ever mio p 
Nay, I remember but juſt now the ſmil'ds 
Alas! the ſmil'd; ———— cr oo Es of 


Tell me then, ſhepherd, colt as; af Bad GI 
As long as thou art true, and ſhe is kind. 
Ev'n Damon's friendſhip, or Dorinda's love? 
Dau e eee n 
there may be. - 57 5 7 
What if n nn e | : — 
Dan. Far be che omen! THYR. — N 
Dank. Then thould' * WE * Pe hoe more - 
0 S 0 28 


18 DU K Es POEMS. 

She is---THyR. Alas! ſhe was, but is no more: 

Now, Damon, now, let thy ſwoln eyes run oer 2. 

Here to this turf by thy ſad Thyrſis grow, 

S Gnamtinh. cret can ſhallow fe, | 

Let-in thy tide to raiſe the torrent high, 

Till both a deluge make, and in it die. | 
Dax. Then, PINS Tanger the flood 


22 Friend, Lil ell dera. Friend, I thee will. 
tell, * 


How young, how good, how beautiful the fell. 
Bleſſing their ur np. firſt they ſee . 
Beauty and ſhe were one, for in her face 
Sat ſweetneſs temper d with majeſtic grace 3 
Such powerful charms. as eee \ 
Yet ſuch attractive goodaeſt as might draw 
The humbleſt, and to both give equal law... 
The pride, the light, the goddeſs of mp 5. « 6667] 
ere, ee ee n 
| There breath'd eee 1 z 
From the bleſt ſhores where fragrant ſpices grow : _ 
Er'n me ſometimes ſhe with a ſmile would _ 1 
Like the ſun ſhining on e e ee | 


Nor did Dorinda bar me the delight E a6 TIF 
Of feaſting on her eyes my longing e.. KAY 
= But to a being ſo. ſublime, ſo pure, "nA 
| . ain my love L. 1 
11 : „. 


To the divinity that's lodg'd within. 


* 


r L OR 1 AN. ney 


Dax. Her beauty ſuch: but Nature did . 
That only as an anſwerable ö 


Her ſoul ſhinꝰd through, and Wade her fore io beige; 
As clouds are gilt by the ſun's piercing light. 


In her ſmooth forchead we might read expreſt | | 


The even calmneſs of her gentle breaſt: * 
And in her ſparkling eyes as clear was writ * i 


The active vigour of wad ton; ere „ anche. 


To A and 


Wes ber ü Wen e e ee r 1% 
Gay, ſprightly, chearful, free, and unconfin'd, 
As innocence could make it, was her mind; © a 
Vet prudent, though not tedious nor ſevere, © 8 
Like thoſe who, being dull, would grove appaary | ; 
Who out of guilt do chearfulneſs deſpiſe, , 
And, being ſullen, hope men think them wiſe, | 

How would the liſtening ſhepherds round n 

D ee 


She all with her own ſpirit and ſwul inſpir d, 


Her they all lov'd, and her they all admir d. ot 
Ev'n mighty Pan, whoſe powerful — 
The — are the plains 14 
Of all his cares made her the tendereſt part, 13 
And great Louiſa lodg d her in her herr. 
THYR. We adde now a lewn mourning kevp | 

When Pan himſelf and fair Louiſa weep ? "£7718 8 ld 

When thols bleſt eyes, by e eee 51 

delight mankind, 
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All drown'd in tears, melt into gentler ſnowers 
Than April-Urops upon the ſpringing flowers ? 
Such tears as Venus for Adonis ſhed, | 
; ather feet the lovely youth lay dead ; 

About her, all her little weeping Loves 
Ungirt hex Ceſtos, and unyok'd her doves. 
Dan. Come, pious nymphs, 3 
And viſit gentle Floriana's tomdß 
| And, as ye walk the melancholy round, 3 
Where no unhallow'd feet prophane the ground, 
About Her laſt obſcure and filent bed; | 
Still praying, as ye gently move your feet, 
« Soft be her pillow, and her lumber ſweet! 

Ter. Ses where they come, e ee 
eee e eee 30 2 

In all che charms of nts... 
Juſt are her tears, WW 
A beauty, ſecond only to her o õẽƷ n, 
Flouriſh'd, look'd: gay, eee eee | 
Dax. O, ſhe is gone! gone like a new-born flower, 
3 — 
Torn from the ſtalk by ſome:untimely blaſt, 

And mongſt the vileſt weeds and rubbiſh caſt :- 
The lily whiter, and more freſh the roſe; 
But as kind eſo back he arms can brings 
2 „ - 


* 
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FLORIAN A Me 
Darkneſs is round us, and glad day is gone· ii 
And gild with richer beams the morning - Kies 
But beauty, though as bright as they it ſhines, 
When its ſhort glory to the Weſt decline s 
O, there 's no hope of the returning light; 
nnn eee n 


HOR or. 


ro TRE UNKNOWN. ” * 3 
ABSALOM AND Ach OT- * 


Thought, forgive my fin, the boaſted fire 

Of poets? ſouls did long age expire , © 2 

folly or of madneſs did accuſe | 
The wretch that thought himſelf poſſeſt with Muſe ;: 
Laugh'd at the god within, that did inſpire 
With more than human thoughts the tuneful hor; 
But ſure tis more than fancy, or the dream 
Of mymers ſlumbering by the Muſes' ſtream. : a 
Some livelier ſpark of heaven, aud more refin d 
From earthy droſs, fills the great Poet's mind: | 
Witneſs theſe mighty and immortal Hnes, 
Through each of which tit informing genius nine: 
Scarce a diviner flame inſpir'd the King, 
Of bog dz Muſe does ofublimely ſing: e |} 
Not David's ſelf could in a nobler verſe” TN 
. gloriouſly-oſſending Son rehearſe ; 5 8 


N. Dryden publſhd ir withou his name. B 
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mn wil cyact joy 
As when ZEncas heard the wars of Troy, 

Wrapt up himſelf in darkneſs and unſeen, | 

Sure thou already art ſecure of fame, 

Nor want'ſt new glories to exalt thy name: 15 

What Father elſe would have refus d to own | x: {or 
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« Ille ego qui, quondam gracil modularus arena, 25 
2 Arma ir cand.“ JJ ». 


I, be, i lent of humble ak nn 
Now W and a Man of Wang. 


Gn of Rhyme, das dah abi. "FEA 
Adding freſh laurels to chat brow _ 
Where thoſe of victory did grow, | 
„ e ee boah r ws 


EPITHALAMIUM. 
If thou art well recover'd fince | 
4 The Excommunicated Prince? 


For that important tragedy 
Would have kill'd any Muſe but-thee 3 


Hither with ſpeed, Oh ! hither move; 


Pull buſkins off, and, fince to love e 


The ground is holy that you tread in, 
Dance bare - foot at the Captain's wedding. 
See where he comes, and by his fide _ 

His charming fair angelic bride : 

Such, or leſs lovely, was the dame 

So much renown'd, Fulvia by name, 

With whom of old Tully did join, 

Then when his art did undermine 

The horrid Popiſh plot of Catiline. 

Oh faireſt nymph of all Great Britain 
(Though thee my eyes I never ſet on) 

Bluſh not on thy great lord to ſmile, 

The ſecond ſaviour of our iſle; | 

What nobler Captain could have lead 

Thee to thy long*d-for marriage-bed : 


For know that thy all-daring Will iii 


As ſtout a hero as Achilles; | 

And as great things for thee has done, 
As Palmerin or th* Knight-of ch' Sun, 
And is himſelf ar. 
Let conſcious Flanders ſpeak, and be 
"The witneſs of nn 


* . 
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As to the king his loyalty. 
FTben, oh, receive thy mighty prize | 


A 
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Yet that 's not all, his very word 
Has ſlain as many as his ſword: 
Though common bullies with their oaths 
Hurt little till they come to blows, 
Yet all his mouth-granadoes kill, 
And fave the pains of drawing ſteel. 
This hero thy refiſtleſs charms 
Have won to fly into thy arms; 

For think not any mean deſign, 

Or the inglorious itch of coin, 
Could ever have his breaſt control'd, 
Or make him be > ſlave to gold; 
His love 's as freely given to thee 


With open arms and wiſhing eyes, 


_ Kiſs that dear face, where may be ſeen 
His worth and parts that ſkulk within; 


That face, nn ey OE Wy Bo 
As true a diſcoverer as he. © 


Think not he ever falſe will prove, 


His well-known truth ſecures his love ; 
Do you a while divert his cares 
From his important grand affairs : 

Let him have reſpite now a'while, 


From kindling the mad rabble's zeal : 


Zeal, that is hot as fire, yet dark and blind, 


Shews plainly where its birth- place we may fin 
In hell, where though fire flares for ever glow, 
up 8 * uy” 
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But to his bed be ſure be true 

As he to all the world and vou, 

He all. your plots will elſe betray 

All ye She-Machiavels can lay. 20 
He all deſigus, you know, has TOR r 
Though hatch'd in hell or under ground; 
Oft to the world ſuch ſecrets ſle . 
As ſcarce the plotters themſelves knew; 
Yet, if by chance you hap to fin, 
And Love, while Honour's 1 woes Fog ws 
Yet be diſcreet; and do not boat ; 
O' th' treaſon by the common poſt. - 1 
So ſhalt thou ſtill make him love ons, * RA A 
All virtue 's in diſcretion- 1 and 0 6 
So thou with him ſhalt ſhine, abe off 2267 bak 
As great a patriot as hne o 
And when, as now in Chriſtmas, 0 nur r 197 
For a nah: pack. of code! $pcall, ral bv 8 
Another Popiſh pack comes n His eden 
To pleaſe the cits, and charm, the rout : d 26 
Thou, mighty queen, ſhalt a whole fait command; -.. 
A crown upon thy head, and ſceptre in thy hand! | 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF 


GEORGE PRINCE OF. DENMARK, 
5 AND THE 


LADY ANNE. 


1. Love conduſted through the Britiſh main, 
On a more high defign the royal Dane, 
Than when of old with an invading hand 

His fierce forefathers came to ſpoil the land: 

And love has gain'd him by a nobler way, 


A braver conqueſt and a richer prey. 


For battles won, and countries ſay'd renown'd, 
Shaded with laurels, and with honours:crown'd, 
His arms neglected, to purſue his flame 
Like Mars returning from the noble chace 
Of flying nations through the plains of Thrace, 


When, deck'd with trophies and adorn'd with ſpoils, 


He meets the goddeſs that rewards his toils ! 
But, oh? what tranſports did his heart invade 
When'firſt he ſaw the lovely, royal maid ! 


Fame, that fo high did her perfections raiſe, 


Seem'd now detraction, and no longer praiſe ! 


All that could nobleſt minds to love engage, 


Or into ſoftneſs melt the ſoldier's rage, 
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All that could ſpread abroad reſiſtleſs fire, | 
And eager wiſhes raiſe, and fierce deſire, 
All that was charming, all that was above 
Ev'n poets fancies, though refin'd by love, 
All native beauty dreſt by every grace 
Of ſweeteſt youth far ſhining in her face! 
Where; where is now the generous fury gone, 
That through thick troops urg d the wing'd —— 5 
Where now the ſpirit that aw'd the liſted fietd; 
Created to command, untaught to yield? 
It yields, it yields, to Anna's gentle fway, 
And thinks it above triumphs to obey. 

See at thy feet, illuftrious princeſs, thrown 
All the rich ſpoils the mighty hero won! 
His fame, his laurels, are thy beauties due, 
And all his conqueſts are outdone by you: 
Ah! lovely nymph, accept the noble prize, 
A tribute fit for thoſe victorious eyes | 
Ah! generous raid, paſs not relentleſs by, 
Nor let war's chief by cruel beauty die 
Though unexperienc'd youth fond ſeruples move, 
And bluſhes riſe but at the name of love; 
Though over all thy thoughts and every ſenſe 
The guard is plac'd of virgin innocence ; 
Yet from thy father's generous blood we know 
Reſpect for valour in thy breaſt does glow ; 
*Tis but agreeing to thy royał birth, 
To ſmile on virtue and heroic worth, 
Love, in ſuch noble ſeeds of honour ſown, © 


The chaſteſt virgin need not bluſh to own. 
I 3 Whom 
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Whom would thy royal father ſooner find, 

In thy lov'd arms to his high lineage join'd, . 
Than him, whom ſuch exalted virtues crown, 
That he might think them copy d from his own ? 
Who to the field equal deſires did bring, 
Love to his brother, ſervice to his king. 
Who Denmark's crown, and the anointed head, 
Reſcued at once, and back. in triumph led, 
Forcing his paſſage through the ſlaughter d Swede. 
Such virtue him to thy great ſire commends, 
The beſt of princes, ſubjects, brothers, friends 
The people's wonder, and the court's delight, 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 

What can ſuch charms reſiſt? The . 
Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid; | 
But love, ſtill growing as her fears decay, 
Canſents at laſt, and gives her heart away. 

Now with loud triumphs are the nuptials crown'd, 
And with glad ſhouts the ſtreets and palace ſound! 
Illuſtrious pair! ſee what a general . 
Does the whole land's united voice employ ! ! 
From you they omens take of happier years, 
Recall loſt hopes, and baniſh all their fears: 


Let boding planets threaten from above, 


And ſullen Saturn join with angry Jove : 


| Your more auſpicious flames, that here unite, | 


Vanquiſh the malice of their mingled ligt: 
Heaven of its bounties now ſhall laviſh grow, | 


And in full tides unenvy'd bleſſings flow ,-! 
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The ſhaken throne more ſurely fix'd ſhall ſtand, 

And curs'd rebellion fly the happy land 

At your bleſt union civil diſcords ceaſe, 

Confution turns to order, rage to peace ! 

So, when at firſt in Chaos and old Night 

Hot things with cold, and moiſt with dry did fight, 

Love did the warring ſeeds to union bring, 

And over all things ſtretch' d his peaceful wing, 

The jarring elements no longer ſtrove, 


And a world ſtarted forth, the beauteous work of Love 


oN THE DEATH OF 
KING CHARLES THE SECOND, 


AND THE INAGURATION OF. 


KING JAMES THE SECOND. 


FF the indulgent Muſe (the only cure 

For all the ills afflicted minds endure, 

That ſweetens ſorrow, and makes ſadneſs pleaſe, _ 

And heals the heart by telling its diſeaſe) | 

Vouchſafe her aid, we alſo will preſume _—- 

With humble verſe t' approach the ſacred tomb; 

There flowing ſtreams of pious tears will ſhed, 

Sweet incenſe burn, freſh flowers and odours ſpread, 

Ovr laſt ſad offerings to the royal dead ! | 
Dead is the king, who all our lives did bleſs ! 


Qur — in war, and our delight in peace! 
1 4 Was 
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Was ever prince like him to mortals given! 

So much the joy of earth, and care of heaven? 
Under the preſſure of unequat fate, Fes 
Of ſo erect a mind and foul fo great 

So full of meekneſs and fo void of pride, 

When borne aloft by Fortune's higheſt tide ! 

His kindly- beams on the ungrateful ſoil 

Of this -rebellious, ſtubborn, murmuring iſle 
Hatch'd plenty; eaſe and riches did beſtow, 

And made the land with milk and honey flow! 
Leſs bleſt was Rome when mild Auguſtus ſway d, 
And the glad world for love, not fear, bey d. 
Mercy, like heaven's, his chief prerogative 

His joy to ſave, and glory to forgive | 

- Who lives, but felt his influence, and did "WE 
His boundleſs goodneſs and paternal care? 
And, whilſt with all th' endearing arts he ſtrove 
On every ſubject's heart to ſeal his love, © 
What breaſt ſo hard, what heart of human make, 
But, ſoftening, did the kind impreffion take? 

| Belov'd and loving ! with ſuch virtues grac'd, 

As might on common heads a crown have plac'd ! 
How ſkill'd in all the myſteries of tate ! e 
How fitting to ſuſtain an empires weight ! 

How quick to know ! how ready to adviſe ! 

How timely to prevent ! how morg than ſenates wiſe! 
His words how charming, affable, and ſweet! 
How juſt his cenſure ! and how ſharp his wit! 
How did his charming converſation pleaſe 


The bleſt attenders on his hours of caſe; | 855 
a 6 h When 
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When graciouſly he deign'd to condeſcend, 


Pleas'd to exalt a ſubje& to a friend ! 
To the moſt low how eaſy of acceſs ! 
His mercy knew no bounds of time or place, 
His reign was one continued act of grace 
Good Titus could, but Charles could never ſay, 
Of all his royal life, be loſt a day.” | 
Excellent prince! O once-our joy and care, 
Now our eternal grief and deep deſpair! 

O father! or if aught than father *s more, 
How ſhall thy children their fad loſs deplore : 
How grieve enough, when anxious thoughts recall 
The mournful ſtory of their ſovereign's fall > 
Oh! who that ſcene of ſorrow can diſplay ; 
When, waiting death, the fearlefs monarch lay ! 
Though great the pain and anguiſh that he bore, 
His friends“ and ſubjects grief afflift him more ? 
Yet even that, and coming fate, he bears; 
But finks and faints to ſee a brother's tears ! 
The mighty grief, that ſwell'd his royal breaſt, 
Scarce reach d by thought, can't be by words expreſt * 
Grief for himfelf ! for grief for Charles is vain, © 
Who now begins a new triumphant reign, 
Welcom'd by all kind ſpirits and ſaints above, 
Who ſec themſelves in him, and their own likeneſs love! 


What godlike virtues muſt that prince adorn, 
Who can ſo pleaſe, white ſuck a prince we mourn ! 
Who elſe, but that great He, who now commands 


Th united nation's voice, end hearts, and hands, 
Could 
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Could ſo the love of a whole people gain, 
After ſo excellent a monarch's reign! 
'Mean Virtues after Tyrants may ſucceed 

And pleaſe; but after Charles a James we need! 

This, this is he, by whoſe high actions grac'd 

The preſent age contends with all the paſt: 

Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form, 

Slow to adviſe, but eager to perform: 

In council calm, fierce as a ſtorm in fight! 

Danger his ſport, and labour his delight. 

To him the fleet and camp, the ſea and field, 

Do equal harveſts. of bright glory yield! 

Who can forget, of royal blood how free, 

He did aſſert the empire of the ſea ? | 

The Belgian fleet endeavour'd, but in vain, 

The tempeſt of his fury to ſuſtain; | 
Shatter'd and torn before his flag they fly hs 
Like doves, that the exalted eagle ſpy | Y 
Ready to ſtoop and ſeize them from on high. } 
He, Neptune-like (when from his watery bed 

Serene and calm he lifts his awful head, IT 

And ſmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein), | 

In triumph rides o'er the aſſerted main! 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ſtrand, 
Loud as the ſea, and numerous as the ſandy 
8d joy the many: but the wiſer fe, | 
The godlike prince with ſilent wonder view: 
A joy, too great to be by voice expreſt, 
Shines in each eye, and beats in every breaſt : 


s They 
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They ſaw him deſtin'd for ſome greater day, 

And in his looks the omens read of his 4 __ 
Nor do his civil virtues leſs appear, 

To perfect the illuſtrious character; 

To merit juſt, to needy virtue KS 

True to his word, and faithful to his and; 

What 's well reſolv'd, as firmly he purſues; 

Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chuſe ! 

Honour was born, not planted in his heart; . 
And virtue came by nature, not by art. f 
Albion! forget thy ſorrows, and adore * 
That prince, who all the bleſſings does reſtore, | | 
That Charles, the ſaint, made thee enjoy before ! 

'Tis done ; with turrets crown'd, I ſee her riſe, 

And tears are wip'd for ever from her eyes! 


vy qe nyt in = 1B 
TO N. LEE'S 
Lucius JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


1-239 has the tribe of poets on the ſtage. 
Groan'd under perſecuting critics' rage, Pp 

But with the ſound of railing and of rhyme,  - CT 
Like bees united by the tinkling chime, _ r A. 
The little ſtinging inſets ſwarm the more, 
Their buzzing greater than it was before. 
But, oh ! ye leading voters of the Pit, 

That infect others with your too much wit, 


D 
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That well-affefted members do ſeduce, 

And with your malice poiſon half the houſe ; 

Know, your ill-manag'd arbitrary ſway 

Shall be no more endur'd, but ends this day. 

Rulers of abler conduct we will chuſe, 

And more indulgent to a trembling Muſe; 

Women, for ends of government more fit, | 


Give laws to Love, and influence to Wir. 


Find me one man of ſenſe in all your roll, 


Whom ſome one woman has not made a fool. 

Ev'n buſineſs, that intolerable load 

Under which man does groan, and yet is proud, | 
Much better they could manage would they pleaſe ; 
Tis not their want of wit, but love of caſe. 


For, ſpite of art, more wit in them appears, 


Though we boaſt ours, and they diſſemble theirs : 
Wit once was ours, and ſhot up for a while, 
Ser ſhallow in a hot and barrea ſoil ; 

But when tranſplanted to a richer ground, 
Has in their Eden its perfection found. 
And *tis but juſt they ſhould our wit invade, 
Whilſt we ſet up their painting patching trade; 
As for our courage, to our ſhame *tis known, 
As they can. raiſe it, they can pult it“ down. 

At their own weapons they our bullies awe, 
Faith ! let them make an anti-ſalick law; 
Preſcribe to all-Mankind, as well as Plays, 

And wear the breeches, as they wear the bays. 


TO 
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TO THE PEOPLE OF ENGLAND. 
A DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR, 
FROM HORACE, EPO. vn. 


H ! whither do ye ruſh, and thus prepare 
To rouze again the ſleeping war? 
Has then ſo little Engliſh blood been ſpilt 
On ſea and. land with equal guilt ? 

Not that again we might our arms advance, 
To check the inſolent pride of France; 
Not that once more we might in fetters bring 

An humble captive Gallic king ? 

Bur, to the wiſh of the inſulting Gaul, 
That we by our own hands ſhould fall. 
Nor wolves nor liens bear fo fierce a mind; 
They hurt not their own ſavage kind : 


Ts it blind rage, or zeal, more blind and firong, 


Or guikt, yet ſtronger, drives you on? 
Anſwer ; but none can anſwer; mute and pale 
They ſtand ; guilt does o'er words prevail: 
*Tis ſo: heaven's juſtice threatens us from high; 
And a king's death from earth does cry; 
E'er ſince the martyr's innocent blood was ſhed, 
Upon our fathers, and on ours, and on our children“ 


T0 
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On his TRANS LATION of LVA TI Vs. 


| WI. AT to begin would have been madneſs thought, 
Exceeds our praiſe when to perfection brought ; 
Who could believe Lucretius' lofty ſong 
Could have been reach'd by any modern tongue? 
Of all the ſuitors to immortal fame, 
That by tranſlations ſtrove to raiſe a name, 
This was the teſt, this the Ulyſſes' bow, 
Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Carus himſelf of the hard taſk complains, 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains; 
Much harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 5 
To hold in bonds, ſo eaſy yet ſo ſtrong, g 
The Greek philoſophy and Latin ſong. 
If then he boaſts that round his ſacred head 
Freſh garlands grow, and branching Tee ſpread, * 
Such as not all the mighty Nine before 
Eier gave, or any of their darlings wore ; 
What laurels ſhould' be thine, „ 
What garlands, mighty Poet, ſhould be grac'd by you 15 
FGG deep, his ſenſc does 
| flow, | 
Thy ſhining ſtyle does all its riches ſhow ; 
So clear the ſtream, that through it we deſcry 
! All the bright gems that at the bottom lie ; 


py 
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Here you the troublers of our peace remove, 

Ignoble fear, and more ignoble love: 

Here we are taught how firſt our race began, 

And by what ſteps our fathers climb'd to man ; 

To man as now he is---with knowledge fill'd 

In arts of peace and war, in manners ſkill'd, | 
Equal before to fellow-grazers of the field ! 

Nature's firſt ſtate, which, well tranſpos'd and own'd 
(For owners in all ages have been found), | 
Has made a * modern wit ſo much renown'd, 

When thee we read, we find to be no more 

Than what was ſung a thouſand years before. 

Thou only for this noble taſk wert fit, 

To ſhame thy age to a juſt ſenſe of wit, } 
By ſhewing how the learned Romans writ. 

To teach fat heavy clowns to know their trade, 

And not turn wits, who were for porters made; 

But quit falſe claims to the poetic rage, . 

For ſquibs and crackers, and a Smithfield, ſtage. 

Had Providence e'er meant that, in deſpight ry 
Of art and- nature, ſuch dull clods ſhould write, / 
Bavius and Mzvius had been ſav d by Fate 

For Settle and for Shadwell to tranſlate, 

As it ſo many ages has for thee _ 
Preſery'd the mighty work that now-wn fin... 


* Hobbes. 
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'VIRGIL'S FIFTH ECLOGUE, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Mopfus ahd Menalcas, twe very expert ſhepherds at a 
ſong, begin one by conſent to the memory of Daph- 
nis, who 1s ſuppoſed by the beſt critics to repreſent 
Julius Czfar. Mopſus laments his death; Menalcas 
proclaims his divinity. SIN e 


ing of an Elegy, and an Apotheoſis. 


| MENALCAS. 
OPSUS, fince chance does us together bring, 
| And you fo well can pipe, and I can ſing, 
r 
By elms and hazels mingling branches made ? 
| MOPSUS. 
Your age commands refpe& ; and I obey. 
Whether you in this lonely copſe will ftay, 
Where weſtern winds the bending branches ſhake, 
And in their play the ſhades uncertain make; 
Or whether to that Ulent cave you go, | 
The better choice ! ſee how the wild vines grow 
Luxuriant round, and fee how wide they fpread, 


25 in the cave thaw pate cluſters ſhed ! 
MENALCAS. 


Amyntas only dares contend with you. 
MOPSUS, 


Why wot as well oed with Pheebus too 
6 MENAL= 
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| Begin, begin ; whether the. mournful flame 

Of dying Phillis, whether Alcon's fame, 

Or Codrus' brawls, thy willing Muſe provoke ; 

Begin; young Tityrus will tend the flock, _ 

MOPSUS. 

Ye, 1 ll beging.nd the fad ſong repeat, 

That on the beech's bark I lately. writ, 

And ſet to ſweeteſt notes; yes, I II begin, * 

And after that, bid you, Amyntas, ſing. * 

MENALCAS. 

As much as the moſt humble ſhrub that grows, 

Yields to the beauteous bluſhes of the roſe, | 

Or bending oſiers to the olive tree; _ _ 

So much, I judge, Amyntas yields to thee. = 
nos us. "i 

Shepherd, to this diſcourſe here put an end, 

This is the cave; ſit, and my verſe attend. 

MOPSUS, | 

When the fad fate of Daphnis reach'd their en = 

The pitying nymphs diſſolv'd in pious tears. 

Witneſs, ye hazels, for ye heard their cries ; | 

Witneſs, ye floods, ſwoln with their weeping eyes. 

The mournful mother (on his body caſt) - Meet 

The ſad remains of her cold fan embrac'd, -  — 

And of th' unequal tyranny they us'd, 

The cruel gods and cruel ſtars accus'd. 

'Then did no fwain mind -how bis lock did dv, 

W herds to the cold river drive: 

; K | The 
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eee ee eee, 
And on the ſweeteſt gruſt refus d to feed. 
Daphnis, thy death 'n ferceſt lions mourn'd, 
And bi and woods their-cries and groans return'd. 
Daphnis Armenian tigers fietceneſs breke, 
And brought them willing tothe ſacred yoke : 
Daphnis to Bacchus worlhip did ordin 

The revels of his conſecrated train; 

The meling ptitfis wich vues and ivy crown'd, - 
And their g e ee Wen es Wund 
As vines the elm, as grapes the vine adorn, 

As bulls the herd, as fields the ripen'd corn; 

Such grace, fuch ornament, wert thou to all 
That glory'd to be thine : fince thy fad fall 
No more Apollo his glad preſence yields, 
And Pales' ſelf forſakes her hated fields. 

Oft where the fineſt barley we did ſow, 
Barren wild vats and hurtful darnel grow: 
And where ſoft violets did the vales adorn, 

The thiſtle riſes, and the prickly thorn, ==» 
Come, ſhepherds, ſtrow with flowers the hallow'd ground, 
The facred fountams with thick boughs ſurround; 
Daptinis theſe rites requires : to Daphnis' praiſe, 
Shepherds, a tomb with this inſcription raiſe ; = 

Here fam'd from earth to heaven I Daphnis lie; 

= „ Erb a le woes,” 
MENALCAS. 
Such; divine Poet, to my raviſt'd ears 

Are the ſweet numbers of thy mouraful verſe, 


A 
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As to tir'd ſwains ſoft ſlumbers on the graſs; 
As freſheſt ſprings that through green meadows paſs, 
To one that 's parch'd with thirſt and ſuramer's heat. 
In thee thy maſter does his equal meet : 8 
Whether your voice you try, or tune your reed, 
Bleſt ſwain, tis you alone can him ſucceed ! 
Vet, as I can, I in return will ſing : c 
I too thy Daphnis to the ſtars will bring, 
I too thy Daphnis to the ſtars, with you, 
Will raiſe, for Daphnis lov'd Manalcas too. 

N OPS US. 
Is there a thing that I could more defire ? 
For neither can there be a ſubject higher, 
Nor, if the praiſe of Stimichon be true, 
Can it be better ſung than tis by you? 
3 MENALCAS. | 
Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious ſhow, 

Through heaven's bright pavement does triumphant 
And ſees the moving clouds, and the fix'd ftars below: 
Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the plains, 
Pan and the Dryads, and the chearful ſfwains : 
The wolf no ambuſh for the flock does lay, 
No cheating nets the harmleſs deer betray, | 
Daphnis a general peace commands, and Nature does 
obey. > 
Hark the glad mountains mist te heaven their voice ! 
Hark ! the hard rocks in myſtic tunes rejoice! _- 
Hark ! through the thickets wondrous ſongs reſound, 
A God! A God! Menalcas, he is crown'd! 
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O be propitious ! O be good to thine! 

See here four hallow'd altars we defign, 

To Daphnis two, to Phœbus two we raiſe, 

Fo pay the yearly tribute of our praiſe: 

Sacred to thee, they each returning year 

Two bowls of milk and two of oil ſhall bear: 

Feaſts I Il ordain, and to thy deathleſs praiſe 

Thy votarics' exalted thoughts to raiſe, 

Rich Chian wines ſhall in full goblets flow, 

And give a taſte of Nectar here below. 

Damztas ſhall with Lictian gon join, 

To celebrate with ſongs the rites divine. 

Alphiſibæus with a reeling gait 

Shall the wild Satyrs' dancing imitate. ö 

When to the nymphs we vows and offerings pay, 

When we with ſolemn rites our fields ſurvey, 

Theſe honours ever ſhall be thine : the boar 

Shall in the fields and hills delight no more; 

No more in ſtreams the fiſh, in flowers the bee, 

Ere, Daphnis, we forget our ſongs to thee : 

Offerings to thee the ſhepherds every year 

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear: 

To thee, as to thoſe Gods, ſhall yows be made, 

170000 ²˙ . Gang gs mor paid, | 
| M Oo SUS. 

ee e eee eee 

Not the ſoft whiſpers of the Southern wind R 

So much delight my ear, or charm my mind; 

Not ſounding ſhores beat by the murmuring tide, 

e aaa glide. | 

0 MENALCAS. 
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MENALCA $. 

Firſt you this pipe ſhall take; and tis the ſame 

That play'd poor Corydon's * unhappy flame: 

The ſame that taught me Melibæus' + * 

MOPSUS., 

You then ſhall for my ſake this 8 keep, 

Adorn'd with braſs, which I have oft deny'd 

To young Antigenes in his beauty's pride: 

Ang who could think he then in vain could ſue ? 

Vet him I would deny, and freely give it you. 
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Copy of Verſes made by himſelf on the lat 
Copy in his Book f. 


Advis'd *twas time the rhyming trade to quit, \. 
Time to grow wiſe, and be no more a wit--- 
The noble fire, that animates thy age, 
Once more inflam'd me with poetic rage. 
Kings, heroes, nymphs, the brave, the fair, the young, 
Have been the theme of thy immortal ſong: 
A nobler argument at laſt thy Muſe, 
Two things Divine, Thee and Herſelf, does chuſe. 


HEN ſhame, for all my fooliſh youth e 


*Virg. Ecl. ii. * 1 Ecl. il, 
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Age, whoſe dull weight makes volpar fpirits bend, 
Gives wings to thine, and bids it upward tend: 
No more confin'd, above the ſtarry ſkies, 

Out from the body's broken cage it flies. 

But, oh! vouchſafe, not wholly to retire, 

To join with and compleat th' etherial choir ! 
Still here remain. ſtill on the threſhold Rand ; 
Still at this diſtance view the promis d land; 
2 ——5— 2 


I. 
AFTER che Genali gangs of hot defer, x 
Between Panthea's riſing breaſts 
His bending breaſt Philander reſts ; 
Though vanquiſh'd, yet unknowing to retire : 
Cloſe hugs the charmer, and aſham'd to yield, 
— LY, yet keeps the field. 


we e « Seb, US Bide Pali faid, 
* What pity tis, ye gods, that all 
The nobleſt warriors fooneſt fall! 
Then with a kiſs ſhe gently rear d his head; 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly the 
More lov'd the combat chan the victory. 
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III. 
. e fe tf 
1 a 
5 More fiercely to renew the war; | 
Nor ceas'd he till the noble prize he bore: 
Ev'n her ſuch wondrous courage did furprizez Þ 
She hugs the dart that wounded her, and dies. 


„„ Wo =” 
I. 


Tauben mournful ** and ſolitary groves, 

Fann'd with the fighs of unſucceſFul loves, 
Wild with defpair, young Thyrſis ſtrays, 

Thinks over all Amyra's heavenly charms, 

"Thinks he now ſees her in another's arms; 
Then at ſome willow's root himſelf he lays, 

The lovelieſt, moſt unhappy ſwain ; 

And thus to the wild woods he does complain: 


When thou conltions.aniibogs wichoas e. 
When Nature's pride and Earth's delight, 
As through her ſhady evening grove the paſt, - 
And a new day did all around her caſt, 
Could ſee, nor be offended at the fight, 
The melting, ſighing, wiſhing fivain, char eb? 
"_ ꝶ— ta wiſh again! N 
| K 4 | III. Riches 
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Riches and titles! why ſhould they prevail, 

Where duty, love, and adoration, fail? 
Lovely Amyra, ſhould thou prize 

The empty noiſe that a fine title makes; 

Or the vile traſh that with the vulgar takes, 
Before a heart that bleeds for thee, and dies ? 

Unkind ! but pity the poor ſwain 

Your rigour kills, nor triumph o'er the ſlain. 


A S 0 M 
GEE what a conqueſt love has made ! 
Beneath the myrtle's amorous ſhade 
The charmang fair Corinna lice... 
Quenching in tears thoſe flowing eyes. 
Thar ſet the world on fire! by 
1 i 
What cannot tears and beauty do? 
The youth by chance ſtood by, and knew 
For whom thoſe cryſtal ſtreams · did flow ; 
And though he ne'er before - 
To her eyes brighteſt rays did bow, 
Weeps too, and does adore, 
EE 
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Each craggy * and every Kone, 
Their native rigour keep; 

Yu wilew khentliodiotds fall down, 

The hardeſt marble weeps, 


£09 MR. HENRY DICKINSON, 


oN HIS TRANSLATION or 


& TIP MON's Critical 1 Hitoryo of the Old Teſtament,” 


S 


Were ſenſeleſs loads eee the preſs, 
Of French impertinence, in e dreſs 
How many dull tranſlators every day 

Bring new ſupplies of novel, farce, or plays 

Like damn'd French penſioners, with foreign aid 
Their native land with nonſenſe to invade, 
Till we re o'er-run more with the wit of France, 
Her nauſeous wit, than with her Proteſtants. 8 * 
But, Sir, this noble piece obligeth more | 

Than all their traſh hath plagu'd the town before: 
With various learning, knowledge, ſtrength of thought, 
Order and art, and ſolid judgement fraught ; 

No leſs a piece than this could make amends 

For all the trumpery France amongſt us ſends. 

Nor let ill grounded ſuperſtitious fear 
Fright any but the fools from reading here. 
The ſacred oracles may well endure 
* exacteſt ſearch, of their own truth fins 


Though 
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Though at this piece ſome noiſy zealots bawl, 1 
And to their aid a numerous faction call 

With ſtretch' d- out arma, as if the ark could fall; ; 
Yet wiſer heads will think ſo firm it ſtands, | 
That, were it ſhook, twould need no mortal hands. 


t *. 
On his TaOoIZ us and C 0b 1679, | 


N D will our Maſter Poet then admit 
4 A young begianer in the trade of wit, 

To bring a plain and ruſtic Muſe, to wait 

On his in all her glorious pomp and ſtate ? 
Can an unknown, unheard-of, private name, 
Add any luſtre to fo bright a fame? 4 
That light which chey themſelves from him derive. 
Nor could my ſick ly fancy entertain CAT 1 
A thought ſo fooliſh, er a pride {6 vain. | 
But, as when kings through crowds in triumphs go, 
Tube meaneſt wretch that gazes at the ſhow, 4 
Though to that pomp his voice can add no more, 
Than when we drops into the ocean pour, 
(Th' accepted language of officious joy) : 

So I in loud applauſes may reveal | 


May 
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May tell with what majeſtic grace and mien | 
Vour Muſe dilplays herſelf in every ſcene ; 

In what rich rebes ſhe has fair Creſſid dreſt, 

And with what gentle fires inflam'd her breaſt. 
How when thoſe fading eyes her aid implor'd, 
She all their ſparkling luſtre has reftor'd, 
Added more charms, freſh beauties on them ſhed, 
And to new youth recall'd the lovely maid. 
How nobly the the royal brothers draws; 
How great their quarrel, and how great their cauſe ! 
How juſtly rais'd ! and by what juſt degrees, 
In a ſweet calm does the rough tempeſt ceaſe ! | 
Envy not now ** the'God-like Roman's rage; ] 


Hector and Troilus, darlings of our age, 

Shall hand in hand with Brutus tread the ſtage. 
Shakeſpeare, *tis true, this tale of Troy firſt told, 
But, as with Ennis Virgil did of old, | 
You found it dirt, but you have made it gold. | 
A dark and undigeſted heap it lay, 
Like Chaos ere the dawn of infant day, | 

But you did firſt the chearful light diſplay. 

Confus'd it was as Epicurus' world 

Of Atoms, by blind Chance together hurl'd, 

But you have made ſuch order through it ſhine 

As loudly ſpeaks the workmanſhip divine. 

Boaſt then, O Troy ! and triumph in thy flames, 

That make thee ſung by three ſuch mighty names. 

Had Hium ſtood, Homer had ne ler been read, 

Nor the ſweet Mantuan ſwan his wings diſplay'd, 
| 4 | - <4 Nor 
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Nor thou, the third, but equal in renown, 
Thy matchleſs ſkill in this great ſubject ſhown. 
Not Priam's ſelf, nor all the Trojan ſtate, 

Was worth the ſaving at ſo dear a rate. 
But they now flouriſh, by you mighty three, 

In verſe more laſting than their walls could be : 
Which never, never ſhall like them decay, 
Being built by hands divine as well as they ; 
Never till, our great Charles being ſung by you, 
Old Troy ſhall grow leſs famous than the New. 


F NELLY NN 


TRANSLATED FROM OVID'S EPISTLES. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Paris, having ſailed to Sparta for the obtaining of Helen, 
whom Venus had promiſed him as the reward of his 
adjudging the Prize of Beauty to her, was nobly there 
entertained by Menelaus, Helen's huſband ; but he, 
being called away to Crete, to take poſſeſſion of what 
was left him by his grand-father Atreus, commends 
his gueſt to the care of his wife. In his abſence Paris 
courts her, and writes to her the TS epiſile. 


ALL health, fair nymph, chy Paris ſends to the, 
Though you, and only you, can give it me, 
Shall I then ſpeak ? or is it needleſs grown 
To tell a paſſion that itſelf has ſhown? 

0 1 Does 


PARIS TO HELEN. 
Does not my. love itſelf too open Jay, 

And all I think in all I do betray? . 

If not, oh! may it till in ſecret lie, 

Till Time with our kind wiſhes ſhall comply; 
Till all our joys may to us come fincere, 
Nor loſe their price by the allay of fear ! 

In vain I ſtrive; who can that fire conceal, 
Which does itſelf by its own light reveal ? 


141 


But, if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 


Speak what my actions have declar'd ſo long, 


I love; you ve there the word that does impart 


The trueſt meſſage from my bleeding heart : 
Forgive me, Madam, that I thus confeſs: 

To ybu, my fair phyſician, my diſeaſe, 

And with ſuch looks this ſuppliant paper grace 
As beſt become the beauties of that face. 

May that ſmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear, 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some pleaſure tis to think theſe lines ſhall find 
An entertainment at your hands fo kind. 

For this creates a hope, that I too may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That Venus promis'd you to me in vain : 

For know, left you through ignorance offend 
The gods, tis heaven that me does hither ſend, 
None of the meaneſt of the powers divine, 

That firſt inſpir'd, till favours my deſign. 
Great is the prize I ſeek, I muſt confeſs, 

But neither is my due or merit leſs: © 


Venus 
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Venus has promis'd ſhe would you aſſigu, 

Fair as herſelf, to be for ever mine. 

Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee, 

Nor fear'd' the dangers of the faithleſs ſea. 

She, with a kind and an auſpicious gale, 

| Drove the good ſhip, and ſtreteh' d out every ſail : 
For ſhe, who ſprung out of the teeming deep, 

Still o'er the main does her wide empire keep. 

Still may ſhe keep it] and as the with caſe 

Allays the wrath of the moſt angry ſeas, 

So may ſhe give my ſtormy mind ſome reſt, 

And calm the raging tempeſt of my breaſt, 

And bring home all my fighs and all my vows 

To their wiſh'd harbour and defir'd repoſe! # 
Hither my flames I brought, not found them here; 

I my whole courſe by their kind light did ſteer : 

For I by-no miſtake or ſtorm was toſt 

- Againſt my will upon this happy coaſt. 

Nor as a merchant did I plow the main 

To venture life, like ſordid fools, for gain. 

No; may the gods preſerve my preſent ftore, 

And only give me you to make it more! 

Nor to admire the place came I ſo far; 

I have towns richer than your cities are. 

Tis you I ſeek, to me from Venus due: 

You were my wiſh, before your charms I knew. 

Bright images of you my mind did draw, 

Long ere my eyes the lovely object ſaw. 

Nor wonder that, with the ſwift-winged dart, 

At ſuch a diſtance you could wound my heart: 
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So Fate ordain'd; and leſt you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the truth I ſhall relate. 

Now in my mother's womb ſhut up I lay, 
When ſhe in a myſterious dream was told, 
Her teeming womb a burning torch did hold 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her viſion ſhe 
To Priam tells, and to his prophets he; 
They ſing that I all Troy ſhould ſet on fire: 
But ſure Fate meant the flames of my deſire. 
For fear of this, among the ſwains expos d, 
My native greatneſs every thing diſclos'd. 
Beauty, and firength, and courage, join'd in one, 
Through all diſguiſe, ſpoke me a monarch's ſon. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeſt grove, 
With oaks and fir-trees ſhaded all above, 
The grafs here grows untouch'd by bleating flocks, 
Or mountain goat, or the laborious ox. 
From hence Troy's towers, magnificence, and —_ 
Leaning againſt an aged oak, I ſpy d. 
When ſtraight methought I heard the trembling ground 
With the ſtrange noiſe of trampling feet reſound. 
In the ſame inſtant Jove's great meſſenger, 
On all his wings borne through the yielding air, 
Lighting before my wondering eyes did ſtand, 
His golden rod ſhone in his ſacred hand: 
With him three charming goddeſſes there came, 
Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian dame. 
With an unuſual fear I ſtood amaz d, | 
Till thus the god my ſinking courage raised; 


40 Fear 
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« Fear not; thou art Jove's ſubſtitute below, 
«© The prize of . heavenly beauty to beſtow ; 
% Contending goddeſſes appeal to you,, 
« Decide their ſtrife. He ſpake, and up he flew. 
Then, bolder grown, I throw my fears away, 
And every one with curious eyes ſurvey: : 
Each of them merited the victory, ; 
And I their doubtful judge was griev'd to ſee, | 
That one muſt have it, when deſerv'd by three. 
But yet that one there was which moſt prevail'd, 
And with more powerful charms my heart afſail'd : 
Ah ! would you know who thus my breaſt could move? 
Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love ? 
With mighty bribes they all for conqueſt ftrive, 
Juno will empires, Pallas valour give, 
_ Whilſt I ſtand doubting which I ſhould prefer, 
Empire's ſoft caſe, or glorious toils of War; 
But Venus gently ſmil'd, and thus ſhe ſpake ; 
% They *re dangerous gifts: O do not, do not take 
« Il make thee Love's immortal pleaſures know, 
And joys that in full tides for ever flow. 

« For, if you judge the conqueſt to be mine, 
«Fair Leda's fairer daughter ſhall be thine.” 
She ſpake ; and I gave her the conqueſt due, 
Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. 

Meanwhile (my angry ſtars more - 0 IG 
Jam acknowledg'd royal Priam's fon. 
All the glad court, all Troy does celebrate, 
With a new feſtival, my change of fate, 
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And as I now languiſh and die for thee, 
So did the beauties of all Troy for me. | 
You o'er a heart with ſovereign power do reign ;. - 
For which a thouſand virgins ſigh'd in vain : 
Nor did queens only fly to my embrace, . 
But nymphs of form divine, and heavenly race, 
I all their loves with cold diſdain repreſt, 
Since hopes of you firſt fir d my longing breaſt. 
Your charming form all day my fancy drew, 
And when night came, my dreams were all of you. 
What pleaſures then muſt you yourſelf impart, 
Whoſe ſhadows only fo ſurpriz'd my heart! 
And oh! how did I burn approaching nigher, 
That was fo ſcorch'd by ſo remote a fire 

For now no longer could my hopes refrain 
From ſeeking their wiſh'd object through the main. 
I fell the ſtately pine, and every tree 
That beſt was fit to cut the yielding fea, 
Fetch'd from Gargarian hills, tall firs I cleave, 
And Ida naked to the winds I leave, 
Stiff oaks I bend, and folid planks I form, 
And every ſhip with well-knit ribs I arm. 
To the tall maſt I fails and ſtreamers join, 
And the gay poops with painted gods do ſhine. 
But on my ſhip does only Venus ſtand 


With little Cupid ſmiling in her hand, 

Guide of the way ſhe did herſelf command. 
My Reet thus rigg'd, and all my thoughts e 

1 1 to plow the vaſt 4 
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D 
My anxious parents my deſires withſtand, 
And both with pious tears my ſtay command. 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſhevel'd hair, 
Juſt as our haſty ſhips to fail prepare, 

Full of prophetic fury cries aloud, 4 
O whither ſteers mv brother through the flood ? 
Little, ah! little doſt thou know or heed | 
« To what a raging fire theſe waters lead! 
True were her fears, and in my breaſt I feel 

The ſcorching flames her fury did foretel. 

Yet out I fail, and, favour'd by the wind, 
On your bleſt ſhore my wiſh'd-for haven find; 
Your huſband then, ſo heaven, kind heaven ordaine, 
In his own houſe his rival entertains, 
Shews me whate'er in Sparta does delight 
The curious traveler's enquiring fight : 
But I, who only long'd to gaze on you, 
Could tafte no pleaſure in the idle ſhew. F 
But at thy ſight, oh! . 

© Out from my breaſt it gave a ſudden ſtart, 8 
sprung forth and met half way the fatal dart. 1 
. 

When with her rival goddeſſes the ſtrove. 

But, faireſt, nn wont pm ed ey 

Ev'n ſhe the prize muſt have reign'd to thee, 

Your beauty is the only theme of fame, 1 | 
And all the world ſounds with fair Helen's name : 
Nor lives there ſhe whom pride itſelf can raiſe 


| To claim with you an equal ſhare of praiſe, 


I 
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Do I ſpeak falſe > Rather Report does ſo, 

Detracting from you in a praiſe too low, 

More here I find than that could ever tell, 

So much your beauty does your fame excel. 

Well then might Theſeus, he who all things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his theft but you ; 
1 this bold theft admire ; but wonder more 

He ever would ſo dear a prize reſtore : 

Ah! would theſe hands have ever let you go ? 
Or could I live, and be divorc'd from you ? 
No; ſooner I with life itſelf could part, 

Than e'er ſee you torn from my bleeding heart. 
But could I do as he, and give you back, 
Vet ſure ſome taſte of love I firſt would take, 
Would firſt, in all your blooming excellence 
And virgin ſweets, feaſt my luxurious ſenſe ; 
Or if you would not let that treaſure go, } 


Kifles at leaſt you ſhould, you would beftow, 
And let me ſmell the flower as it did grow. 
Come then into my longing arms, and try 
My laſting, fix'd, eternal conſtancy, 

Which never till my funeral pile ſhall wafte 3 
My preſent fire ſhall mingle with my laſt. 
Sceptres and crowns for you I did diſdain, 
With which great Juno tempted me in vain. 
And when bright Pallas did her bribes prepare, 
One ſoft embrace from you I did prefer 

To courage, ſtrength, and all the pomp of war. 


My judgement 's ſettled, and approves it ſtill, 
L 2 : Do 
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Do you but grant my hopes may prove as true, 


As they were plac'd. above all things but you. 
I am, as well as you, of heavenly race, 

Nor will my birth your mighty line diſgrace, 
Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head, 
And them a race of god-like kings ſucceed. 
All Aſia's ſceptres to my father bow, 


And half the ſpacious:Kaſt his power allow. - -- 
There you ſhall ſee the houſes roof d with gold, 
And temples glorious as the gods they hold. 


Troy you ſhall fee, and walls divine admire, 
Built to the concert of Apollo's lyre. 

What need I the vaſt flood of people tell, 
That over its wide banks does almoſt ſwell ? 
You ſhall gay troops of Phrygian matrons meet, 
And Trojan wives ſhining in every ſtreet. 

How often then will you yourſelf confeſs 

The emptineſs and poverty of Greece! 

How often will you ſay, one palace there 
Contains more wealth than do whole cities here 
I ſpeak not this, your Sparta to diſgrace, _ 
For whereſoe'er your life began its race 
Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt place. 


| Yer Sparta 's poor ; and you that ſhould be d 
In all the riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 


Should underſtand how ill that ſordid place 
Suits with the beauty of your charming face; 
That face with coſtly dreſs and rich attire _ 


Should ſhine, and make the hang world admire. 
[1 When 
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When you the habit of my Trojans ſee, | 
What, think you, muſt 'that of their ladies be ? 
Oh ! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor diſdain — 
A Trojan in your bed to entertain. 
He was a Trojan, and of our great line, 
That to the gods does mix immortal wine; 
Tithonus too, whom to her roſy bed 
The goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led; 
So was Anchiſes of our Trojan race, | 
Yet Venus! ſelf to his deſir'd embrace, 
With all her train of little Loves, did fly, 
And in his arms learn'd for a while to lie. : 
Nor do I think that Menelaus can, | 
Compar'd with me, appear the greater man. 
I'm ſure my father never made the ſun 
With frighted ſteeds from his dire banquet run: 
No grandfather of mine is ſtain'd with blood, 
Or with his crime names the Myrtoan flood. 
None of our race in the Stygian lake . 
Snatch at thoſe apples he wants power to take. | 
But ſtay ; ſince you with ſuch a huſband jon, 
Your father Jove is fore'd to grace his line 
He (gods !) a wretch unworthy of thoſe charms 
Does all the night lie melting in your arm, r. 
Does every minute to new joys improve, 
And riots in the luſcious ſweets of love. 
I but at table one ſhort view can gain, 
And that too, only to encreaſe my pain: | 
O may ſuch feaſts my worſt of foes b e ee 
As often I at your ſpread table find. l 
L 3 I loath 
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I loath my food, when my tormented eye 

Sees his rude hand in your ſoft boſom lie. 

I burſt with envy when I him behold 

Your tender limbs in his looſe robe infold. 
When he your lips with melting kiſſes ſeal'd, 
Before my eyes I the large goblet held. 

When you with him in ſtrit embraces cloſe, 

My hated meat to my dry'd palate grows. 
Oft have I figh'd, then ſigh'd again, to ſee 
That figh with ſcornful ſmiles repaid by thee. 
Oft I with wine would quench my hot defue 
In vain; for ſo I added fire to fire. 1 

Oft have I turn'd away my head in vain, 

You ſtraight recall'd my longing eyes again. 
What ſhall I do? Your ſports with grief i fe, 
But it's a greater, not to look on the. 
With all my art I ſtrive my flames to hide, 
But through the thin diſguiſe they are deſcry'd, 
Too well, alas! my wounds to you are known, © 
And O that they were ſo to you alone | 
What tales of love tell I, when warm'd with wine, 
To your dear face applying every line ! 
In borrow'd names I my own paſſion ſhew : 
They the feign'd lovers are, but I the true. 
Sometimes, more freedom in diſcourſe to gain, 


For my excuſe I drunkenneſs would feign. 


Once I remember your looſe garment fell, 
And did your naked, ſwelling breaſts reveal, 
„ | 6 Breaſts 
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Breaſts white as ſnow, or the falſe down of Jove, 
When to your mother the kind Swan made love: 
Whilſt, with the ſighe ſurpriz'd, I gazing ftand, 
The cup I held dropt from my careleſs hand. 
If you your young Hermione but kiſs, 190 2 
Straight from ber lips I ſnateh the envy'd bliſs, 
Sometimes ſupinely laid, love ſongs I ſing, 
And wafted kiſſes from my fingers fling. 
Your women to my aid I try to move 
With all the powerful rhetorick of love; 
But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but deſpair, 
And in the midſt leave my neglected prayer. 
Oh! that by ſome great priae you might be won, 
And your poſſeſſion might the viftor crown, | 
As Pelops his Hippedamia won: | 
Then had you ſeen what I for you had 8 
But now I've nothing left to do but pray, 
O thou, tliy houſe's glory, brighter far 
Than thy two ſhining brothers friendly ſtar ! 
O worthy of the bed of Heaven's great King, | 
If aught ſo fair but from himfelf could fpring ? 
Either with thee I back to Troy will fly, _ 
Or here a'wretched baniſh'd lover die. | 
With no ſlight wound my tender breaſt r 
My bones and marrow feel the 2 Se 
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I find my ſiſter true did propheſy, 

I with a heavenly dart ſhould wounded die: 

Deſpiſe not then a love by heaven deſign d. 
r n 
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Much I could ſay ; but what, vill dſt be known 


In your apartment, when we are alone. 

You bluſh, and, with a ſuperſtitious dread, 
Fear to defile the facred marriage bed : . 
Ah! Helen, can you then ſo ſimple be, 
To think ſuch beauty can from faults be free? 
Or change that face, or you muſt needs be kind ; 
Jove and bright Venus do our thefts approve, _ 
Such thefts as theſe gave you your father Jove. 
And if in you aught of your parents laſt, - 
Can Jove and Leda's daughter well be chaſte? 
Vet chen be chaſte when we to Troy ſhall go | 
(For ſhe who ſins with one alone, is fo), 
But let us now enjoy that pleaſing ans 
Then marry, and be innocent again. 


Ev'n your own tſdad dot the fame perſuade, wa; 


For me they plead, and he, good man ! OY 
He Il ſpoil no ſport, 'offi ouſly withdraws, 
rem eee 13 8 
Oh! how prodigious is a huſband's wit! 


| He went; and, as he went, he cry'd, Des {I 
« Inſtead of me, you of your gueſt take care!" heart of 5 


Nor take you any care'of Love or Me. | 


And think you ſuch a thing as he does know | 
The treaſure that he holds in holding you ? 


He durſt not truſt them in a ſtranger's arms, 


No; did he underſtand bur half your charms, x which 
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If neither his nor my requeſt can move, 7 

We re forc'd by opportunity to love; 

We ſhould be fools, nm 2 

Should ſo ſecure a time unactive be. 4 

Alone theſe tedious winter nights you his 247 

In a cold widow'd bed, and ſb do I. 

Let mutual joys our willing bodies join, 

That happy night ſhall the mid-day out-ſhine, 

Then will I ſwear by all the powers above, 

And in their awful preſence ſeal my love. 

Then, if my wiſhes may aſpire ſo high, 

I with our flight ſhall win you to comply; 

But, if nice honour little ſcruples frame, 

The force III uſe ſhall vindicate your fame. 

Of Theſeus and your brothers I can learn, 

No precedents ſo nearly you concern | 

You Theſeus, they Leucippus' daughter ſtole; 

I'll be the fourth in the illuſtrious roll. | 
Well mann'd, well arm'd, for n does . 5 

And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 1 

Through Troy's throng'd ſtreets you ſhall in ciumph bo. I 

Ador'd as ſome new goddeſs here below. . 

Where er you. tread, ſpices and gums ſhall eke, 

And victims fall beneath the fatal ſtroke. FX 

My father, mother, all the joyful court. 

All Troy, ——— alu. ee 

Alas! 'tis nothing what I yet have ſaid/ | hh 

What there you Il find, ball what I write exceed. | 

Nor fear, leſt war purſue our haſty flight, 1 1 5 

And angry Greece ſhould all her force . | 


1 
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5 Yer Thrace ne er heard the noiſe of following war. 


2 
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Yet Colchos did not Theffaly invade. 

Fear in theſe caſes than the danger 's more, 

. And, when the threatening tempeſt once is o'er, 
Our ſhame 's then greater than our fear before. 
But ſay from Greece a chreaten d war purſue, 
Know I have ftrength and wounding weapons too. 
Nor does your huſband Paris aught excel 

In generous courage, or in martial ſkill. 

Ev'n but a boy, from my flain foes I gain'd 

My ſtolen herd, and a new name attain'd; 
In then, dere un, I could produce 
. 21 

Than when from far my certain arrows fly. 
Nor can he e er my envy d ſkill attain. 


But could he, Hector s your ſecurity, 
And he alone an army ii to me. | 
You know ms nt, nr th hi gte 1 
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Either no war from Greece ſhall follow thee, 
Or, if it does, ſhall be repell'd by me. 
Nor think I fear to fight for ſuch a wife, i 
That prize would give the coward's courage life. 
All after-ages ſhall-your fame admire, 
If you alone ſet the whole world on fire. 
To ſea, to ſea, while all the gods are kind, 
And all I promiſe, you in Troy ſhall find. 
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aconTrus To CYDIP PE. 


TRANSLATED PRONE OVID. 


THE ARGU MEN T. 35 


Acontius in the nook of Diana sede n 
for the reſort of the moſt beautiful virgins of all 
much above his own; not daring therefore to court | 
her openly, he found this device to obtain her: he 
writes, upon the faireſt apple that could be procured, 
a couple of verſes to this effect: & 


I fear, by chaſte Diana, 1 will be 
- In facred wedlock ever join'd to thee': * 


and 
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and throws it at the feet of the young lady; ſhe, 
ſuſpecting not the deceit, takes it up and reads it, 

and therein promiſes herſelf in marriage to Acontius ; | 
there being a law there in force,” that whatever any | 
perſon ſhould ſwear in the temple of Diana of Delos, 
ſhould ſtand good, and be inviolably obſerved : | but 
her father, not knowing what had paſt, and having 
not long after promiſed her to another, juſt as the 

ſolemnities of marriage were to be performed, ſhe 
was taken with a ſudden and violent fever, which 
Acontius endeavours to perſuade her was ſent from 
Diana, as a puniſhment of the breach of the vow 
made in her preſence. Andthis, with the reſt of the 
arguments which on ſuch occaſion occur to a 
lover, is the fubject of the following ns. 


* wy | 1 


RAD boldly this; a 8 more, 
For that s enough which you have ſworn before. 
Read it; ſo may that violent diſeaſe, 
Which thy dear body, — folds, * 
Forget its too-long practis d cruelty, | 
And health to you reſtore, and you to me. 
Why do you bluſh ? for bluſh you do, _—_. ; 
As when you firſt did in the temple ſwear : 
Truth to your plighted faith is all I claim, 
And truth can never rm fs 
Shame lives with guilt ; but you your virtue prove 

In favouring mine, for mine 's a huſband's love. 
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Ah! to yourſelf thoſe binding words repeat 
That once your wiſhing eyes ev'n long'd to meet, 
When th' apple brought them dancing to your feet. 
There you will find the folemn vow you made, 
Which if your health or mine can aught perſwade, 
You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My fears for you increaſe with my deſire, 
And Hope blows that already raging fire; 
For hope you gave, nor can you this deny, 
For the great Goddeſs of the fane was by; 
She was, and heard, and from her hallow'd ſhrine 
A ſudden kind auſpicious light did thine : 
Her ſtatue ſeem*d to nod its awful head, 
And give its glad conſent to what you faid ; 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſperous cheat, 
Vet till confeſs *rwas Love that taught me it: 
Inthat deceit what did I elſe deſign 
But with your own conſent to make you mine ? 
What you my erime, I call my innocence, 
Since loving you has been my ſole offence, 
Nor Nature gave me, nor has practice taught, 
The nets with which young virgins” hearts are caught. . 
You my accuſer taught me to deceive, 
And Love, with you, did his affiſtance give; 
Far Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himſelf" indite : 
Again, you fee, I write by his command, 2 
He guides my pen, and rules my willing hand, 


—_ 


Again ſuch kind, ſuch loving words I ſend, 

As makes me fear that I again offend: _ 

Vet, if my love s my crime, I muſt confeſs, 
Great is my guilt, but never ſhall be leſs. 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new paths to reach'thy love ! 

A thouſand ways to that ſteep mountain lead, 
Though hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All theſe will I find out, and break through all, 
For which, my flames compar'd, the danger s ſmall. 
Yet, if we mortals any thing foreſee, | } 
One way or other you muſt yield to me. : 
If all my arts ſhould fail, to arms I II fly, 

And ſnatch by force what you my prayers deny: 

I all thoſe heroes mighty acts applaud, 

Who firſt have led me this illuftrious road. 

I too---but hold, death the reward will be; #24 


Death be it then !—— 

rw kf routines ud mm. if 
Were you leſs fair, I'd uſe the vulgar way 

Of tedious courtſhip, and of dull delay. 

But thy bright form kindles more eager fires, 
And ſomething wondrous as itſelf inſpires; 

_ "Thoſe eyes that all the heavenly lights out-ſhine, 

(Which, oh! may'ſt thou behold and love in mine!) 

Thoſe ſnowy arms, which on my neck ſhould fall, 

If you the vows you made regard at all, 

'That paints with living red your bluſhing face, 
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"Thoſe feet, with which they only can compare, | 
That through the ſilver flood bright Thetis r 
Do all conſpire my madneſs to excite, 

With all the reſt that is deny d to ſight: 
Which could I praiſe, alike I then were bleſt, 
And all the ſtorms of my vex'd ſoul at reſt: - 
No wonder then if, with ſuch beauty fir d, 

I of your love the ſacred pledge deſir d. 

Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 
Jour very frowns all others? ſmiles, excel z 

But give me leave that anger to appeaſe, 

By my ſubmiſſion that my love did raiſe. 

Your pardon proſtrate at your feet I'll crave, 
The humble poſture of your guilty ſlave. p 
With falling tears your fiery rage I II cool, 

And lay the riſing tempeſt of your ſoul. ; 
Why in my abſence are you thus ſevere ? —— 


Summon'd at your tribunal to appear 

For all my crimes, I 'd gladly ſuffer there: 
With pride whatever you inflict receive, 
And love the wounds thoſe hands vouchſafe to gives. 
Your fetters too - but they, alas l are vain, ; 
For Love has bound me, and I hug my chain 

Your hardeſt laws with patience I U obey, 
Till you yourſelf at laſt relent, and ſay, . 
When all my ſufferings you with pity ſee, 
He that can love ſo well, is worthy me! 
But, if all this ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 
Diana claims for me your promis d love. 


* 


O may 
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O may my fears be falſe ! yet ſhe delights 

In juſt revenge of her abuſed rites. 

I dread to hide, what yet to ſpeak 1 dread, 
Leſt you ſhould think that for myſelf I plead. 
Yer out it muſt :z—Tis this, tis ſurely this, 
That is the fuel to your hot diſeaſe : 

When waiting Hymen at your porch attends, 
Her fatal meſſenger the goddeſs ſends; 


And when you would to his kind call confent, | 


This fever does your perjury prevent. 
Forbear, forbear, thus to provoke her rage, 
Which you ſo cafily may yet aſſuage: 
Forbear to make that lovely charming face 
The prey to every envious diſeaſe: 

Preſerve thoſe looks to be enjoy'd by me, 
Which none ſhould ever but with wonder ſee : 
Let that freſh colour to your cheeks return, 
Whoſe glowing flame did all beholders burn : 
But let on him, th'-unhappy cauſe of all 
'The ills that from Diana's anger fall, 

No greater torments light than thoſe I feel, 
When you, my deareſt, tendereſt part, are ill. 
For, Oh | with what dire tortures am I rack'd, 
Whom different griefs ſucceſſively diſtract ! - 
Sometimes my grief from this does higher grow, 
To think that I have caus d fo much to you. 
Then, great Diana s witneſs, how pray 
That all our crimes on me alone ſhe'd lay 
Sometimes to your lov'd doors diſguis'd I come, 
And all around them up and down I roam ; 


Till 
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Till I your woman coming from you ſpy - | 
With looks dejected, and a weeping eye. | | 
With filent ſteps, like ſome ſad ghoſt, I ſteal * 
Cloſe up to her, and urge her to revell! 
More than new queſtions ſuffer her to tell: - - 
How you had ſlept, what diet you had\us'd > 
And oft the vain phyſician's art accus'd.. | 
He every hour (oh, were I bleſt as he!) 


Does all the turns of your diſtemper ſee. _ | 
Why fit not I by your bed-fide all day, * 
My mournful head in your warm boſom lay, } 


Till with my tears the inward fires decay ? 

Why preſs not I your melting hand in mine, 
And from your pulſe of my own health divine? 
But, oh! theſe wiſhes all arevain; and be 
Whom moſt I fear, may now fit cloſe by thee, 
Forgetful as thou art of heaven and me. 

He that lov d hand doth preſs, and oft doth feign 
Some new excuſe to feel thy beating vein. 

Then his bold hand up to your arm doth ſlide, 
And in your panting breaſt itſelf does hide; 

K iſſes ſometimes he ſnatches too from thee, - 
For his officious care too great a fee. 

Robber, who gave thee leave to taſte that lip, 
And the ripe harveſt of my kiſſes reap? 

For they are mine, ſo is that boſom too, 
Which, falſe as tis, ſhall never harbour you: 
Take, take away thoſe thy adulterous hands 
For know, another lord that breaſt commands. 


» „ 
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Tis true, her father promis d her to thee, 
But heaven and the firſt gave herſelf to me: 
And you in juſtice therefore ſhould decline 
Your claim to that which is already mine. | 
This is the man, Cydippe, that excites” 
Diana's rage, to vindicate her rites. 
Command him then not to approach thy door; 
This done, the danger of your death is o'er. 
For fear not, beauteous maid, but keep thy vow, 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. | 
And the who took it, will thy health nn 
And be propitious as ſhe was before. | 
__« *Tis not the ſtram of a lain heifer's blood 
That fan allay the anger of a God: 
0 Tis Cd, and juſtice to your vows, appeaſe 
« Their angry deities; and without theſe 
No ſlaughter'd beaſt their fury can divert, 
% For that's a facrifice without a heart.” 
Some, bitter potions patiently endure, 
And kiſs the woundin 
You have no need cruel cures to feel, 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 
Why let you ſtill your pious parents weep, 
Whom you in ignorance of your promiſe keep > 
Oh ! to your mother all our ſtory tell, 
And the whole progreſs of our love reveal : 
Tell her howfirft, at great Diana's ſhrine, 
I fix'd my eyes, my wondering eyes, on thine : 
How like the ſtatues there I ſtood ama d, e 
Whilſt on thy face intemperately I gaz d. 


lance that works their cure? 
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She will herſelf, when you my tale repeat, 

Smile, and approve the amorous deceit. + 

Marry, ſhe 'll ſay, whom heaven commends to thee, 

He, who has pleas'd Diana, pleaſes me. 

But ſhould the aſk from what deſcent I came, 

My country, and my parents, and my name; | , | 

Tell her, that none of theſe deſerve my ſhame. 

Had you not ſworn, you ſuch a one might chuſe ; 

But, were he worſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe, + 

This in my dreams Diana bade me write, | 

And when I wak'd, ſent Cupid to indite. 

Obey them both, for one has wounded me, | 

Which wound if you with eyes of pity ſee, | 

She too will ſoon relent that wounded thee, 

Then to our joys with eager haſte we'll move, 

As full of beauty you, as of love: | 

To the great temple we Il in triumph go, 

And with our offerings at the altar bow. 

A golden image there I Il conſecrate, 

Of the falſe Apple's innocent deceit; . 

And write below the happy verſe that came 

The meſſenger of my ſucceſsful flame, 

« Let all the world this from Acontius know, 

% Cydippe has been faithful to her vow.”? 

More I could write! but, fince thy illneſs reigns, 
And wracks thy tender limbs with ſharpeſt pains, ö 
My pen falls down for fear, left this might be, | 
Although for me too little, yet too much for thee. | 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Poet in this ſatire firſt brings in Crifpings, Bors 
he had a laſh at in his firſt ſatire, and whom he pro- 
miſes here not to be forgetful of for the future. He 
expoſes his monſtrous prodigality and luxury, in 
giving the price of an eſtate for a barbel: and from 
thence takes occaſion to introduce the principal ſub- 
ject and true deſign of this ſatire, which is grounded 
upon a ridiculous ſtory of a turbot preſented to Do- 
mitian, of ſo vaſt a bigneſs, that all the Emperor's 
ſcullery had not a diſh large enough to hold it: Upon 
which the ſenate in all haſte is ſummoned, to conſult 
in this exigency, what is fitteſt to be done. The 
Poet gives us a particular of the ſenators names, 
their diſtinct characters, and ſpeeches, and advice; 
and, after much and wiſe conſultation, an expedient © 
being found out and agreed upon, he diſmiſſes the 
ſenate, and concludes the ſatire. | 


Oden, more Criſpinus call'd upon the ſtage | 
(Nor ſhall once more ſuffice) provokes my rage: 


A monſter, to whom every vice lays claim, 


Without one virtue to redeem his fame. 

Feeble and fick, yet ſtrong in luſt alone, } 

The rank adulterer preys on all the town, | | 

All but the widows' . N 
| What 


* 


IMITATION OF JUVENAL. 165 
What matter then how ftately is the arch | 
Where his tir'd mules flow with their burden march ? 
What matter then how thick and long the ſhade 
Through which he is by ſweating ſlaves convey'd ? 
How many acres near the city walls, 

Or new-built palaces, his own he calls? 

No ill man 's happy; leaſt of all is he 

Whoſe ſtudy tis to corrupt chaſtity ; 

T' inceſtuous brute, who the veil'd veſtal maid 
But lately to his impious bed betray'd, e e 


| Who for her crime, if laws their courſe might have, 


Ought to deſcend alive into the grave *. 

But now of lighter faults ; and yet the fame 
By others done, the cenſor's juſtice claim. | 
For what good men ignoble count and baſe, 

Is virtue here, and does Criſpinus grace: 
In this he's ſafe, 'whate'er we write of him, 
The perſon is more odious than the crime. 
And ſo all ſatire 's loſt. The laviſh ſave 
Six thouſand pieces + for a barbel gave: 
A ſeſterce for each pound it weigh'd, as they 
Gave out, that hear great things, but greater ſay. 
If, by this bribe well plac'd; he would enſnare 
Some ſaplefs ufurer that wants an heir, 
Or if this preſent the fly courtier meant 
_—_— ro ſome punk of n; be ſent, 


X * Criſpinus bad ſeduced a veſtal virgin; and, by the 
law of Numa, ſhould have been buried alive... 
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That in her eaſy chair ia ſtate does ride, 
The glaſſes all drawn up on every ſide, 
I 'd praiſe his cunning ; but expect not this, 
For his own gut he bought the ſtately fiſh. . 
Now even Apicius “ frugal ſeems, and poor, 
Outvy'd in luxury unknown before. 
Gave you, Criſpinus, you this mighty fatas | 
Lou that, for want of other rags, did come | 
In your own country paper wrapp'd, to Rome ? 
Do fcates and fins bear price to this exceſs ? 
You might have bought the fiſherman for leſs. 
For leſs ſome provinces whole acres fell ; | 
Nay, in Apulia +, if you bargain well, þ 
A manor would coſt leſs than ſuch a mel. 

What think we then of this luxurious lord t? 
What banquets loaded that imperial beard > 
When, in one diſh, that, taken from the reſt, 
His conſtant table would have hardly miſs'd, 
So many ſeſterces were ſwallow d down, 
To ſtuff one ſcarlet-coated court buſſoon, 
RP Fs eee eee eee 


From crying ſtinking fiſh about her ſtreets. 


Begin, Calliope, but not to ſang : 
Plain, —_ 


* Famous for gie eres. to @ proved. Seo 
Dr. King's © Art of Cookery.” | 
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Help then, ye young Pierian maids, to tell 

A downright narrative of what befell. 

Afford me willingly your ſacred aids, 

Me that have nnn me — 1 ara 


you maids. 


When he, with whom the Flavia n 
The groaning world with iron ſceptre ſway' d, ) 
When a bald Nero+ reign's, and ſervileReme obey'd» 
Where Venus? ſhrine does fair Ancona grace, 
A turbot taken, of prodigious ſpace, _ | 
Fill'd the extended net, not leſs than thoſe 
That dull Mzotis does with ice incloſe; 

Till, canquer'd by the ſun's prevailing ray, 

It opens to the Pontic Sea their way; 

And throws them out unweildy with their growth, 
Fat with long eaſe, and a whole winter's floth : 
The wiſe commander of the boat and lines, 
For our high-prick t the ſtately prey defigns ; 
For who that lordly Giſh dunſt fell.or-buy, 

So many ſpies and court -informers nigh? 

No ſhore but of this vermin ſwarms does bear, 
Searchers of mud and ſea-weed ! that would ſwear 
The fiſh had long in Cefar's ponds been fad, =Y 
And from its lord undutifully ed; 


as Domitian was the lat and avonſt of that family, 

+ Domitian, from his cruelty, was called a 2 
Nero; and, from his baldneſs, Calvus. 
oY A title often aſſumed by the Emperors. | 

M 4 So, 
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So, juſtly ought to be again reſtor d: 
Nay, if you credit ſage Palphurius? word, 
Or dare rely on Armillatus* * ſkill, . 
Whatever fiſh the vulgar fry excel 
Belong to Cæſar, whereſoe er they ſwim, 
By their own worth confiſcated to him. , 
The boatman then ſhall a wiſe preſent make, 
And give the fiſh before the ſeizers rake. 
Now hickly Autumn to dry froſts gave way, 
Cold Winter rag'd, and freſh preſerv'd the prey; 
Yet with ſuch haſte the buſy fiſhes flew, © 
As if a hot ſouth- wind corruption blew : b 
And now he reach'd the lake, where what remains 
Of Alba ſtil] her ancient rites retains, | 
Still worſhips Veſta, though an humbler ”_ 
Nor lets the hallow'd Trojan fire decay. 
The wondering crow, that to ſtrange fights reſort, 
And choak'd a while his paſſage to the court, 
At length gives way; ope flies the palace- gate. 
The turbot enters in, without the Fathers I wait; 
The boatman ſtraight does to Atrides preſs, 
And thus preſents his fiſh, and his addreſs : 
Accept, dread Sir, this tribute from the main, 555 
To great for private kitchens to contain. : 
To your glad genius facrifice this day, 


Ler e ie eg, pole gh 
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Haſte 
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Haſte to unload your ſtomachs, to receive : 
This turbot, that for you did only live. 
So long preſerv'd to be imperial food, LT 
Glad of the net, and to be taken proud. 

How fulſome this ! how groſs!- yet this takes well, 
And the vain Prince with empty pride does ſwell 
Nothing ſo monſtrous can be ſaid or feign d. 

But with belief and joy is entertain'd, 

When to his face the worthleſs wretch is prais'd, 

Whom vile court-flattery to a god has rais'd. 

But oh, hard fate! the palace ſtores no diſh 
Afford, capacious of the mighty fiſh. 

| To fage debate are ſummon'd all the peers, 

His truſty and much-hated counſellors, 

In whoſe pale looks that ghaſtly terror fat, Yb 
That haunts the dangerous friendſhips of the grad, 

The loud Liburnian *, that the ſenate call d, 

Run, run; he's ſet, he 's ſet! no ſooner bawl'd, 
But, with his robe ſnatcht up in haſte, does comem 
Pegaſus+, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 

What more were præfects then? The beſt he'y was, 
And faithfulleſt expounder of the laws. 

Yet in ill times thought all things manag d 2 | 
When Juſtice exercis'd her ſword the leaſt. 

Old Criſpus g next, pleaſant though old, appears, 
His wit nor humour probing to his years. 05 


1 ee, criers were uſually of this country. 
+ A learned lawyer, and præfect of Rome. | 
4 Who made the jeſt on Domitian's killing flies. 
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His temper mild, good - nature join d with ſenſe, 
And manners charming as his eloquence. | 
Who fitter for a uſeful friend than he, + oY 
To the great Ruler of the earth and ſea, | 
If, as his thoughts were juſt, his rongue were free ? 
If it were ſafe to vent his generous mind 

To Rome's dire plague, and terror of mankind ; 

If cruel Power could ſoftening counſel bear. 

But what 's ſo tender as a tyrant's ear; 4 
With whom whoever, though a favourite, Gs 

At every ſentence ſet his life at ſtake, 

Though the diſcourſe were of no weightier things, 
Than ſultry ſummers, or unhealthful fprings ? 
This well he knew, and therefore never try'd, 
With his weak arms to ftem the fironger tide. 
Nor did all Rome, grown ſpiritleſs, ſupply 
| A man that for bold truth durſt bravely dio. 
So, ſafe by wiſe complying ſilence, he 
Ev'n in that court did fourſcore ſummers ſee. 
Next him Acilius, though his age the fame, 

With eager haſte to the grand council came: 
With him a youth, unworthy of the fate ] 


Urg'd by the tyrant's envy, fear, or hate. 

(But tis long fince old age began to be 

In noble blood no leſs than prodigy, 
Whence tis I 'd rather be of giants' birth *, 

A pigmy brother to thoſe ſons of earth.) | 


* Of an obſcure and unknown family. 
1 5 Hs Unhappy 


IMITATION OF JUVENAL. 27. 
Unhappy youth! whom from his deſtin d end, | 
No well-difſembled madneſs could defend; 

When naked in the Alban theatre, 
In Libyan bears he fixt his hunting ſpear. 


Who ſees not now through the Lord's thin diſguiſe, | 
That long ſeem d fool, to prove at laſt more wiſe ? 


_ 'That ſtale court trick is now too open laid: 


Who now admires the part old Brutus play'd * 


i 


For Dacian vulturs was reſerv'd a prey, 


Thoſe honeſt times might ſwallow this pretence, 
When the King's beard was deeper than his ſenſe. 

Next Rubrius came, though not of noble race, 
With equal marks of terror in his face. 
Pale with the gnawing guilt and inward Game 
Of an old crime that is not fit to name. 


Worſe, yet in ſcandal taking more delight, 
Than the vile Pathick + that durſt ſatire write. 


Montanus' belly next, advancing flow 
Before the fweating ſenator, did go. i 

Criſpinus after, but much {weeter comes, 2 
Scented with coſtly oils and Eaſtern gums, | 
More than would ſerve two funerals for perfumes. 

Then Pompey, none more ſkill'd in the court- game 


S * 


of cutting throats with a ſoft whiſper, came. 


Next Fuſcus t, he wh many a peaceful day 


* In counterfeiting madueſs. 
+ Nero, who charged his own crimes on Quintianus, 
1 Cornelius Fuſcus, who was {lain in Dacia. 


* 
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Till, having ſtudy'd war enough at home, 

He led abroad th' unhappy arms of Rome. 

Cunning Vejento next, and by his fide 

Bloody Catullus leaning on-his guide, 

Decrepit, yet a furious lover he, 

And deeply ſmit with eharms he could nor ſee. 

A monſter, that ev'n this worſt age out-vies, 
Conſpicuous, and above the common ſize. 

A blind baſe flatterer, from ſome bridge or gate, 
Rais'd/to-a murdering miniſter of ſtate. 

Deſerving ſtill to beg upon the road, . 

And bleſs each paſſing waggon and its load. 
None more admir'd the fiſh; he in its praiſe 
With zeal his voice, with zeal his hands did raiſe ; - 
But to the left all his fine things did ſay, 
Whilſt on-his right the unſeen turbot lay. 
So he the fam'd Cilician Fencer prais d, 
And at each hit with wonder ſeem'd amaz'd : 
80 did the ſcenes and ſtage machines admire, 
And boys that flew through canvas clouds in wire. 
Nor came Vejento ſhort ; but, wap: oo 
By chee, Bellona, by thy fury fir d, 
Tame proghne+ Sonic mighoyia; "fr, 
He eries, of ſome illuſtrious viftory! - e 
——— 
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Or from his Britiſh chariot headlong thrown 
The proud Arviragus come tumbling down 
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The monſter 's foreign. Mark the pointed ſpears 
That from thy hand on his pierc'd back he wears ! 
Who nobler could, or plainer things prefage ? 

Vet one thing ſcap'd him, the prophetic rage } 
Shew'd not the turbot's country, nor its age. 

At length by Cæſar the grand queſtion 's put: 
My lords, your judgement; ſhall the fiſh be cut? 
Far be it, far from us, Montanus cries; | 
Let's not diſhonour thus the noble prize! 

A pot of fineſt earth, thin, deep, and wide, 
Some ſkilful quick Prometheus muſt provide. 
Clay and the forming wheel prepare with ſpeed. 
But, Cæſar, be it from henceforth decreed, 
That potters on the royal progrefs wait, 

T* affiſt in theſe emergencies of fate. 

This counſel pleas'd ; nor could it fail to take, 
So fit, ſo worthy of the man that ſpake. | 
The old'court riots he remember'd well ; 

Could tales of Nero's midnight ſuppers tell, | 
When Falern wines the labouring lungs did fire, 
And to new dainties kindled falſe deſire. 

In arts of eating, none more early train'd, 

None in my time had equal ſkill attain'd. 

He whether Circe's rock his oyſters bore, 

Or Lucrine lake, or the Rutupian ſhore, 

Knew at firſt taſte, nay at firſt fight could tell 

A crab or Jobſter's country by its ſhell. 

They riſe; and ſtraight all, with reſpectful awe, 
At the word given, obſequivuſly withdraw, 


* 
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Whom, full of eager haſte, furprize, and fear, 

Our mighty prince had ſummon d to appear 

As if ſome news he'd of the Catti tell, 

Or that the fierce Sicambrians did rebel : 

As if expreſſes from all parts had come | 

With freſh alarms threatening the fate of Rome. 
What folly this! But, oh! that all the reſt 

Of his dire reign had thus been ſpent in jeſt; 

And all that time fuch trifles had employ'd 

In which ſo many nobles he deſtroy d; 

He ſafe, they uareveng'd, to the diſgrace 

Of the ſurviving, tame, Patrician race! 

But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew, 

Him, whom ſo many lords had flain they flew. 


DAMON AND ALEXIS. 


DAMON. 
LI. me, Alexis, whence theſe ſorrows grow? 
From what hid ſpring do theſe ſalt torrents flow 
Why hangs the head of my afflicted fwain ; 
Like bending lilies over-charg'd with rain? 
CEC 
Ah, Damon, if what you already ſee, 
Can move thy gentle breaſt to pity me; 
How would thy ſighs with mine in concert join, 
How would thy tears ſwell up the tide of mine? 
Couldſt thou but ſee (but, oh, no light is there, 
But blackeſt clouds of darkneſs and deſpair l) 


Couldf 


* 
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Could thou but fee the torments that within | 
Lie deeply lodg'd, and view the horrid ſcene ! 

View all the wounds, and every fatal dart 

Thar ſticks and rankles in my bleeding heart ! 

No more, ye ſwains, Love's harmlefs anger fear, 

For he has empty d all his quiver here. 

Nor thou, kind Damon, aſk me why I grieve, 

But rather wonder, wonder that J live. 

DAMO N. ? 

Unhappy youth! too well, alas! I know 

The pangs deſpairing Jovers undergo h 

[ ImperfeR.] 


CALIA AND DORIN DA. 


HEN firſt the young Alexis ſaw 
Czlia to all the plain give law, 
The haughty Czlia, in whoſe face 
Love dwclt with Fear, and Pride with Grace * 
When every ſwain he ſaw ſubmit 
To her commanding eyes and wit, 
How could th ambitious youth afpire 
To periſh by a nobler fire ? 
With all the power of verſe he 
The lovely ſhepherdeſs to move: 
Verſe, in which the Gods delight, 
That makes nymphs love, and heroes A 
Verſe, that once rul'd all the plain, 
Verſe, the wiſhes of a ſwain. 


* 


„ aN 
How oft has Thyrſis pipe prevail d, 
Where Egon's flocks and herds have fail'd ? 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 

Ever to Damon's wealth inclin'd; 

Whilſt Lycidas 's gentle breaſt, 

With Love, and with a Muſe poſſeſt, 

Breath'd forth in verſe his ſoft defire, 
mms "ag thee his gentle fire ? 


[ Imperfed. 1 


CELIAS SOLILOQUY. 


n a all my ſenſes can invite, 
Free as the air, and unconfin'd as light; 


Queen of a thouſand ſlaves that fawn and bow, 
And, with ſubmiſſive fear, my power allow, 
Shoul I exchange this noble ſtate of life 

To gain the vile deteſted name of Wife ; 
Should I my native liberty betray, 

Call him my lord, who at my footſtool lay? 


No : thanks, kind heaven, that haſt my ſoul employ'd, 


With my great ſex's uſeful virtue, Pride. 
That generous pride, that noble juſt diſdain, 
That ſcorns the ſlave that would preſume to reign. 
Let the raw amorous ſeribbler of the . 

Call me his Cælia in infipid rhymes ; - 
I hate and ſcorn you all, proud 8 
'T* revenge my ſex's injuries on man 
Compar d to all the plagues in marriage Fanny 
wy were preferment to lead. apes in hell. 
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10 $OM E DISB, ANDED orrices, 
Upon the lueVowof the Houſe, of Commons. 
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PvE edn abiofantd.lallnier due ? 
Is this, the.recompence- far all our pains? , 
Have we to the remoteſt pants been ſent; .. 
Bravely expos'd our lives, and fortunes _ 
Tobe yadong at laſt 2 «4x, A, A 
e and co 5 1s now, be made, 
And flaming Word turn” d prugig 55 ers and N 7 
T---b, Sz Pre, knd thouſangs.more, 
Muſt now, return to what they were before. 2 1 5 
No more in, glittering coaches ſhall they ride, 
No more the feathers ſhew the cox combs pride. 
For thee, , POoT Ti my Muſe does kindly weep, 
To ſee diſbanded colonels grown „ Wor 
So younger brpthers with fat jointures fed, 
Go e once their widows dead. po e 
No ſhip, b 4 1715 peſt from her anchor torn, © 6 
Is half fo thing, and ſo forlom. n 
On every. ftall, in every broker's ſhop, pers 
Hang up the plumes of the diſmantled fops 45 
Trophies like theſe we read not of in ſtory, 1 a 
other ways t the Romans got, their glory. . 5 
ut in this, as in all thingy, there 's a A ; 
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Toa RR Catbolic upon Manniacs. 
ENSURE and penances, excommunicati6n, 
Are bug-bear words to fright a bigot nchen; 
But tis the Church's more ſubſtantial _ 
To damn us all for better and for work” I 
| — 3 ſeven eee 


t Cit 


1 7 1 1 M * * 1. 
A yer he fears to uſe them, and be free ; 
| Yer ſome have vented, and why ſhould not all > 8 
Let villains, perjur d, envious, and malicious, 
The wretched miſer and the midnight murderer; 
Betrayers of their country, or their friend, 
(And every guilty breaſt). fear endleſs torment, = 
Blue lakes of brimſtone, unextinguiſh'd fires, 
Scorpions and whips, and all that guilt deſerves; 
Let theſe, and only theſe, thus plague themſelves. 
For though they fear what neither ſhall nor can be, 
'Tis puniſhment enough it makes them live, 


Live, to endure the dreadful apprehenfion 
Of Death, to them ſo dreadful ; but why dreadful, 


At leaſt to virtuous minds ?——To be at reft, 

To ſleep, and never hear of trouble more, 

Say, is this dreadful ? Heart, wouldft thou be at quiet ? 
Doſt thou thus beat for reſt, and long for eaſe, 

| And not command thy friendly hand to help thee ? 
What hand can he fo eaſy as thy own, 


To apply the medicine that cures all diſcaſes ! 
4 £4 AN 


D722 Tom, r I 3 
Since tw haſt en this deere die town 4, 
: To thee. by this dull letter be it known. * ro? 
Whilſt all my comfort, under all this care, 
Are duns, and puns, and logic, and ſmall hw... 
Thou ſeeſt I'm vale Slap gn fn 
Or the top ſcene that Settle ever wit +, |... --.. | 

The ſprightly Court that wander up and an 
From gudgeons to a race, from town to tooẽ n, 
All, all are fled; but them I well can ſpare; WT 
For I'm ſo dull I have no buſineſs there. 
I have forgot whatever there I knew, . f 2 
Why men one ſtocking tye with ribbon blue: 
Why others medals wear, a ſine gilt thingy,” | Mt 
That at their breaſts hang dangling by « rings... 
(Vet ſtay, I think that I to mind recal, 
For once ; a ſquirt was rais'd by Windoe wall. 
I know no officer of court ; nay more, hack 
N dog of court, their favourite before. 


In anſwer to one in Otway's Poems, page 59. 
+ Mr. Duke was then at Cambridge. 
- . | Sir Samuel Moreland. DUKE. 
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Should Veny fawn, I ſhould not underſtand her, 

Nor. who committed inceſt for Legander 
vgn thus, an arrant ſcholar grown, 7 
What ſhould I do but fit and coo alone, l 
And thee, my abſent mate, for ever moan. 

Thus tis ſometimes, and ſorrow plays its patt, 


| „ os revive pn 


—— wart beats; and ode" face does ine, 
Thy joys we at this diſtance" feel and know; © 8.0 T7 
Thou kindly" wiſheſt it with'us were fo. 

Then Hide we name; this heard, (cries James, For him, 
Leap up thou ſparkling wine, and kifs 3 
Croſſes attend the man who dares to flinch, 

Greaz eee Wits de nr Pck. 5 
But theſe are empty joys, wichout you u,, 
We drink your names, alas! but where are you + 

My dear, whom I more cheriſh'in my breaft 

Than by thy own ſoft Muſe can be expreſt; 
True to*thy word, afford one viſit more, 


_ Elſe I ſhall grow, from him thou lor'dft before, 
A greblyblockhead fellow in a gown, 


(Such as is, Sir, a coufn of your own ;) 
With-my own hair, à band, and den long "I 


And wit 9 dan . 
7 7 519 8 
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USARUM noſtromque decus, chariſſime Thoma, 
O animz melior pars, Otoze, mez; ; 
Accipe que — a er, Pp 


Quor mihi tune gemitus ex imo 0 dui, .: 


Perque meas lacryma quot cecidere gen, 
Et falices teſtes, & plurima teſtis arundo, , 10 
Et Camus pigro triſtior amae flu ens. 
Audiit ipſe etenim Deus, & miſerata dolores 4 
Lubrica pauliſper conſtitit unda meos. 1 
Tune ego; vos nymphæ viridi circumlita muſes ... 
Atria quæ colitis, tugue, verende Deus, 
Audite O qualem abſentem ploramus — 
Audite ut lacrymis auQtior amnis ear. 
Pectoris is candore nives, eonſtantibus 2 
Stellam animis, certa fata vel ipſa fide; | 
Ille & Amore columbas, ille & n ö 
Vineit, Pierias ingenioque Deas, © 7 
Sive vocat jocus, & charites, & libera vin!!! 
Gaudia, cumque ſu4 matre — x vb * 
Ille poteſt etiam numeros æquare canendo 
Sive tuos, Ovidi, five, Catulle, tuos. | 
Sive admirantis moderatur fræna theatri, 
Itque cothurnato Muſa ſuperba pede, 
Fulmina vel Sophoclis Lycophrontæaſve 8 
Carminis aut faſtus, ſchyle magne, tui, 
Vincit munditiis & majeſtate decor. 
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Hæc ego, cum ſpectans labentia flumina, verſus 
Venere in mentem, magne poeta tui. 0 


Who for Preferments, &c. [ſee p. 59, 1 n * 
« Premĩa quis meritis ingrati expectet ab Auli, _ 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat ſimul Aulicus eſcam 
Gobio ? quis piſcis ſapientior illa vadoſa 
Fulminis anguſti coleret loca, piſciculorum 


Eſurientem inter, trepidantemque inter acervum, | 
Qui dum quiſque micat, medicatam ut glutiat offam, LL. 
Trudunt, impellunt, truduntur, & impelluntur ; * 
Nec potius, latum gremio qui flumen aperto buf | 
Invitat, totis pinnarum remigat alis, 5 : 
Et requiem, & muſcos virides, . a 
Ad libertatem prono delabitur alveo ?* . 
Quos tibi pro tali perſolvam carmine grates, | 
O animi interpres, magne Poeta, met! _ - 
Nos neque ſolicitæ Natura effinxit ad urbis 
Officia, aut fraudes, Aula doloſa, tus 
Nos procul à oceno, & ſtrepitu, fumoque remotos, . 
Cum Venere & Muſis myrtea ſcena tegat! N 
Nos paribus cantare animis permittat Apollo 
Flammas meque tuas, teque, Otoze, meas. | 
Ergone me penitus veſtris harere medullis,  _ | 
Ergone fincerus me tibi junxit Amor? ak 7; 
Tu quoque, tu noſtris habitas, mea vita, medullis, g 
3 ener 


Qualia tu ſeribis, ene Carolus ille FR 
oO eon. 
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Larriage 178 
A Fragment | "Re 8 W ibid. 


Ad Thomam Otway | 187 
4 Who for Prefertiietits, — in Latin 183 


+S OB 


4 R * 5 ry 
u 9 1 
5 , 6 1 *# : 
T2 25 A 
4 . 3 * O0 E M 8 
e * - 5 , 


** 
0 


EARL OF DORSET. 


BY THE 


EARL OF DORSET. / 
TO MR. EDWARD HOWARD, _ 


0% H 15 


Intomparable, TIncomprebenfible Por, N 
The BRITISH PRINGUST: 1 


N * eee 


(COME «a, be Chis, fwd cad FG f. 
For read it backward, like a witch's prayers, 
T will do as well; throw not away your Jeſs | 
On ſolid nonſenſe that abides all teſts. 
Wit, like tierce-claret, when t begins to pall, 
Neglected lies, and s of no uſe at all, 
But, in its full perfection of decay, 

Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 
Thou haſt a brain, ſuch as it is indeed; 


On what elſe ſhould thy worm of fancy feed ? 
P Yet 


88 DOORS K T “S POE MS. 
Tet in a filbert I have often known 


Maggots ſurvive, when all the kernel 's gone. 
This fimile ſhaſl Rand in thy defence, Oo * 
*Gainſt thoſe dull rogues who now and then write ſenſe, 
Thy ſtyle 's the fame, whatever be thy theme, 
As ſome digeſtions turu all meat/tdiphlegm : 
They lye, dear Ned, who ſay thy brain is barren, 
Where deep conceits, like maggots, breed in carrion. 
Thy ftumbling founder'd jade can trot as high 
As any other Pegaſus can fly : ; 
Iban all the ſwift- finn d racers of the flood. 
As ſkilful divers to the bottom fall 
Soong, than thoſe who caungt Gyim gt all; 
80 in this way of writing, without thinking, 1 8 
Thou haſt a ſtrange alacrity in gnking. 
Thou writ'ft below ey'n thy own natural _ 
And with acquit'd dulnefs and new arts 7 


| 
Of ſtudy's nonſeuſe, rak'it kiod n bens. 
- Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear 
Such loud complaints gainſt . Fal KO 
Since thou art turn d an ajrant libeler; 
hn Os YE II write; . 
Did wes libel D bite; why + l a 4 
7 4 n mnie mw moueb-$019t 145 4G 
At 3 Hi 66 To of bug avid bats! 
NS 30 norfeton Het 25; 7: 
Nuit *# 319 dane an rr 
CCC 
_<d$51 ee „ WOW 7 ben 2:12 uche 
we of * | 
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ro THE E SAME. o un Favs 


Thou foil to Flecknoe, rb xl from 8 

Is it has owner ar haſt it fon Pun wo » 
Aſſiſted by ſome ballad- making quill!ꝰ A 
No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are ſu c, 
d ſwear they were tranſlated out of Dutch, _ : 
Fain would I know what diet thou doſt keep, 
If thou doſt always, or doſt never ſleep ? 
Sure haſty-pudding is thy chiefeſt din, 
With bullock's liver, or ſome ſinking in: 
Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes, do feaſt thy brain, 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 

With daiſy-roots thy dwarſiſn Muſe is fed, 
A giant's body with a pigmy's head. 
Canſt thou not find, among thy numerous race 
Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 
Are laught at by. the pit, box, galleries, nay, FRY 
Think on 't a while, and thou wilt. quickly find 
Thy body made for labour, not thy mind. 
No other uſe of paper thou ſhouldſt make ; 
Than „ 
Carry vaſt burdens till thy ſhoulders ſhrink, 
But curſt be he that gives thee pen and ink 
Such dangerous weapons ſhould be kept from fools, - 
As nurſes from nnn 


5 For 
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For thy dull fancy a muckinder is fit 

To wipe the ſlabberipgs of thy ſnotty wit: 
And though tis late, if juſtice could be found, - - 
Thy plays like blind-bora puppies _—_ be Gown 'd. 
For were it not thut we reſpect afford © RTF 
* Unto the fon of an heroictord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftos! ſhould take 8 
Dun nel anne ee, | 
Where like a Muſe of quality ſhe'd _ 
5 8 of 


2 4 . 


A. 


TO SIR, THOMAS $7; ERS, 
wn es; on 1 nE F 


. his Play eld © Taxveo's Wirres 


Tuvee g gave us wonder and W ne | 
When he oblig'd the world by candle-light : 
But now he 's ventur'd on the face of day, . 
T” oblige and ſerve his friends a nobler way ; ; 
Make all our old men wits, ftatefmen, the young : we. 
And teach ev'n Engliſhmen the Engliſh tongue. 
James, on whoſe reign all peaceful ſtars did finile, 
Did but attempt ti uniting of our iſle. 
What kings, and Nature, only could defign, 
N thiv'work of dne. 


For, 


ON PRINTING ARG O'S v ra 


For, who is fact/s'Cockiney nene 1 PAR U 
To ſcorn that union, by which we may 611 A 
- Boaſt tas his countryman that writ this Aan 

Pheebus himſelf, indulgent to my Muſe, ©» r. * 
Has to the country ſent this kind excuſe; 
Fair Northern Laſs, it is not through _ = 
I court thee at's diſtance, 3 | 
A cannot act, my paſſion is fo great, 
Bur I'll make up in light what wants in n 
n thee I will beſtow my longeſt day, — 
And crown thy ſons with everlaſting bays: : om : 
W beams that reach thee ſhall employ 1 


To ripen ſouls of men, not fruits or flowers. 8 
Let warmer climes my fading favours boaſt, al 
Poets and un Thin ine bright ent * e. Na ws 


EPI LOGUE * To MOL. ERS / TARTUFFE; 


- Trandlated: by Mr. MzpBURNE. 
| NRF LETT OY: 


MANY have been the vain attempts of wit, 

* Againſt the till-prevailing kypocnte : 

Once, and but once, a poet got the day, 
And vanquiſh'd Buſy in a puppet - play; « Raf 
And Buſy, raillying, arm'd with zeal and rages 
Poſſeſs'd the pulpit, and pull'd down the ſtage. 

To laugh at Engliſh knaves is dangerous then, 


While Engliſh fools will think them honeſt men: | 
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But ſure no zealous brother can deny us n wo 
Free leave with this our Monkeur Ananins: 
A man may ſay, without being call'd. an Acheiſt, 
Ther are ama'd rogues among th Fen a Pg 
That fix ſalvation ta ſhort hand and hair, 
That belch and; ſnuffle to prolong a prayer; 3 
That uſe * enjoy the Creature,” to expreſs. a 
Plain whoring, gluttony, and — "pp vo 
And, in a decent way, perform them too 4 
As well, nay better far, perhaps, . 1 8 
Whoſe fleſhly failings are but fornication, 
We godly phraſe it *{ gaſpel-propagatiop,”” .., ,.. 
Juſt as rebellion was call'd reformation... /. ..... / -'F 
Zeal ſtands but ſentry at the gate of fin, wot goqtt 67 3 
: Whilk all that haye the wow. peſs freely in : ES x 
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of ſpies, & ont 
We march, and take Damnation by — a 
There s not a e eee 
Dan 80 ſo far tyw?/rds bell for half a crow 
As I for ſix · pence, for I know the way; 

For want of guides, meh are too apt to ſtray: 
Therefore give ear do hst T ſhall advise, 
En | 
Take a Turtuſſe of R ability, by 77 
To teach and vo incrtaſe his family:; oc? LON 6 
ee his ſong chen be him oY ze) : 
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6 rye, nor violence, 10 


acke me ſpeak in ſuch a play's defence; 
A play, where wit and humour do agree 
To break all praftis'd laws of Comedy. . 
The ſcene (what more abſurd) in England lies, 2 
No gods defcend, nor dane 1 


8 devils riſe 1 if 0 5 
No captive prince from unknown country brought, 13 
attle, nay, there s ſcarce a duel fought : 


And ſomething yet more ſharply might be ſaid, 3 


But I conſider the poor: author s dead: 
hat be his exeuſe · - now for our own, 
y,---faichy in my opinion,” we 'need none, 


The parts were fitted well; but ſome will 87, | 
Pox on them, rogues; what madethem chooſe tis play? 
I do got doubt but you will vredit me, "3 N 

It was not choice, but mere neceffity : 3 
To all our writing friehde, in town, we ent, 1 
But not u f̃f˖ë out in Lentz: 


* =- 
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Here's Mr. Matthew, our domeſtic wit &, 


Does promiſe one oi th* ten plays he has write 


But fince great bribes weigh nothing with the ju 
y, we have merits, and to them we truſt. 


Kr 
When any faſts, or holidays, defer > 
The public labours of the theatre, » 
We ride not forth, although the day be fair, 
On ambling tit, to take the ſuburb air; AT 

But with our authors meet, and fhen#that time 


To make up quarrels 


_ "Wedneſdays and Fridays con tly we fate, #_ | 
Till after many a long and free debate, 


For diverſe weighty reaſons t was thought fit, ** 2 


Unruly ſenſe ſhould ſtill I og rhyme ſubmit: _ * F 


* baer Joxsox's Ghot.] : my PEE 4 
Hold, and give way, for 1 wait will peak 2 1 mf! 
Can you encourage ſo much inſolence, a; : 
And add new faults fill to the great offence, 


Your anceſtors fo raſhly did commit, , _ © 
1 Againſt the mighty powers of art and wit Feu 


Wien they condemn'd thoſe noble works of wy < 
Scjatius, and my belt-lov'd Catiline. + 
Repent, or on your guilty heads Hall fall | 
The curſe of many. 3 El 


wo, you pay the 


So long ſince due to my E r e . 5 7 Fs N 
From all paſtcrimes I firſt will ſet you free, 1 
And then inſpire ſome * write like me. 


"4 


Witten at Sea, 3 the firſt 8 "TY 7659 ; 
the * before: an . ” % 


OY WR 2 FR 
” all you ladies now atlands 
We men, at ſea, indite ; he | . 
ZBut firſt would have you i 82 ; 
Ho hard it is to write: | 2 
eee : 
We muſt mY write to * EY 
aan oy n IL 


m_ Make unrein. 


And fill our empty brain: 
Yet if rough Neptune rouze the . | 
To wave the azure „„ 


Our paper, pen, and in] Co. 
Roll up and ena, 
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EN 


1. ks 
Then if we write not by dach pet, 


Nor yet conclude our 
By Dutchmen, or by wind : 
Our tears we Il ſend a  ſpeedier way, . 
The tide ſhall bring T 
With a fa, &c. 


"op "The king, with woude? and th 
75 1 Mar the ſeas grow Hold; 
e the tides will higher riſe, 
Than cer they us'd ef old: i» 
But let him know, it is our tears $a * 
Bring floods of Med to Whitehall fairs A 


— no 
* Our ſad and diſmal ſtory; | 911 
The Dutch would ſcornſo weak a foe, 5 
And quit their fort az/Goree : | yu PA 
For what reſiſtance clin they find ® 2 
From men who've lf thei heats behind | 
With a fa, &e. 15 1 


#Y 
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Le wind and ies owed; 

N Fe 09979 2 N 
No ſorrow we Hall find » © „„ 

Or who 's our friend, or what MP "0 


* * * 
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1 With a fa, Rec. 


„ „„ 


vn. 
orb e 3 be 
We throw a merry main; rd 
Or e e at ſerious ombre play ; i ind oF 
But, why ſhould we in vain nod 
Each other's ruin thus purſue? S 
We RA wut 3 
With a fa, &e. | Wo 
; III. 


But now our fears tempeſtuous grow, =_ +4 3 


And caſt our hopes away; A 
u hilſt you, regardleſs of our woe, 


Bit: careleſs at a play: — 
* We permit ſome happier man A 


To kiſs your hand, or flirt your * 
With a tau, Ke.. n 6 
; . r 
1 1 hen any 3 tune you hear, nl ® 
That dies in every note; * 
As if it figh'd with each man's care, 3 
For being ſo remote; . 
Think how often love we've made 25 los. 5 
To you, hegt thoſe tunes were ple. 225 
WS A 
In juſtice you cannot refuſe, Bs. > 
To think of our diftrefs; logs 8 + 
When we for hopes of honour loſe 1 
| 132134. T 


Our certain happineſs j' © 
All thoſe deſigns are bur to prove tre? ER 
Ourſeless more worthyþof . 
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5 . Ig 
. all aur loves -. 
a | And likewiſe all our fears; > 
In hopes this declargtion moves * 
Some pity from your tears; 
Let 's hear of no inconſtancy, 
We have tao much of that at fea. - # * 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 91 


** Counteſs of DORCMESTER, 
r an 1680. 


8 * 
X TELL me, nn 8 5 
— ncrr ing e 
Can any dreſſes find a way 
n 
r B 1 
Wilethou fill ſparkle in the box, 
Still ogle in the ring? 
E Wouly 
Can all that ſhines on ſhells . 


e 


. ee FARE 
| Of veal a lucid loin ; LE NT 


F 
* 


n, * , % +4 


o N * 6 A * * 


2 


. 11 


Nou with the ſpoils of * euuy, 
| With falſe pretence to wit and parts, 
* She ſwaggers like a batter d bull 
To try the tempers of Wens - -  - "a 
P * 1 = 
* Though i 
As ge 
She ne'er can win a breaſt like mine; 
2 * devil and Sir * — her. 


Wich ſuch activity and art, 
As would in flame a Youthful heart, MA 


And warm the moſt decay d. 


Her favourite ſwain, by chance, cam 1 ia > tat 3 
He ſaw no anger in her eye; 
Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 

She would have ſeem'd afraid. 


LY * 


1 8 David Colyear, late Earl of Portmore. 
5 04 * 


it {3 


5 ny e G. 9 
” 8 
Sov 4 * 7 a 


T noon, in 6 4 e 6 ee e 
Ahe brighter % ˙ ˙ Lots do 
5 Voung Chloris innocent and — 04 ve alt a 
| Sat knotting in ñð·˙ 
Each ſlender finger play'd its part, » welt aul 
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appear a8 glittering fine, -'+ 189%] $6 
and jetts, and paint, can make har 


» % 2 
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But ſtraight gave 
As would have rais d the 
Dear gentle youth, is t none but hee? 
With innocence I dare be free; 8 
By ſo much truth and . bins e £33 07 
No nymph was e er betray. 5 = 
Come lean thy head upon my las: „ 
While. thy. ſmooth cheeks I ſtroke and c 
Thou may ſt ſecurely take a nh? 
de ſaw bim yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſleep; all oer. 
She figh'd, and could endure no more, 
vach vie Gall revanded be” 
111 truſt you with my flocks, not mes 
Purſue thy grazing trades 
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A Satire on « Lady of Ireland "I 


HYLLIS, if you will got agree, © / 
To give me back my liberty ;/ yo | . 
In ſpire of yo 1 nen Ns 3 425i 3 - of 
You were W if you cough * 
I was ſo groſsly to be r: 
Or that I was ſo blindly bred, * 
7 As not to be in woman read. 5 x. 8 25 | * 
————— n 215% 10 
Deſign d alone your ſex's tool; « 2 | 
Ney: you might think ſo mad a au, FA 
. © lat, with a little faſhioning, : 
I might in time, for your dear ſake; 6142 #i9 
That monſter calld a huſband make. 1 2) I 


Perhaps I might, had T not found, one 
One darling vice in you abound/ 155 . 
A vice to me, which Ber Wilt prove, ” 5 Ly 


o! I could better bs 0 d, 11 08. * oY ” 
| Ugly, diſeas d, miſ-ſhapen ſcold, Wen . 885 
Or one who games, or Will be drunk, 
A fool, a ſpendthrift bawd, * mk, 
Than one at all who wildly flies, 
And, with ſoft, aſking, giving eyes, 


* 
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And thouſand other wanton arts, 0 | 

3 $0 meanly undes in beaging beats. 
2 might ſuch wondrous charms perplex * 
Sive chains, or death, to all our ſe, - 

Did ſhe not ſo unwiſely ſet, 8 A 
For every fluttering fool Z 
So poorlÞ proud of vulgatpraiſe, - am HT 4 
Her very look her thoughts bens * f 
' ſtays till we begin, „ 1 * 
2 But beckons us Merſelf to fw. 2 9 * 
Ere we can aſk, the cries conſegg - } 
So quick her rieling looks are. e 

They hope foreſtal, and ern der proent. | 
But Nature's tùrn d when women e 
— hate in them what we ſhould do 
's aſleepjhand.cannot wake, ET 
2 en women ſuch —— wy 1 2 „ -, 10- 
Both time and charms thus Phyllis waſtes, 9 
Since each muſt ſurfeit ere he taſ te. 0 
| Nothing eſcapes her wandering eyes, ws 1 antteg Þ | 
E No one the thinks too mean a prizes. 
Een Lynch “, the lag of eee 1 | 
* a, careſt to brutes by God deſign d, n | 
® 6 boaſt the files of chis eqquet, dnt io | © 
As much as any b il! a 
r x ct a> 
The Dutch ſcarce more inſult the . „ ee & ä 


* 
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ANTI VATED: desen OY 
Whores are ng, half ſo plenty found, . 4 
In play-houſe, or that hallow'd ground | 
Of Temple-Walks, or Whetſtone's Park; 
Caxeſſes leſs abound in Spark *, 


"Then with Wiod leckt for all who come, 
At baw | 
But all 


They hit, but cangot hurt our hearts: pres 
Age has enerv'd her charms ſo much 
That fearleſs all her eyes approach; 

| Each her autumnal face de | 
With“ Reverend Moth of t © Malts 17 
Nut tis ill-natur'd to run n, 
Forgetting what her gharms have dene; 
To Teagueland we tifls beauty owe, 
Teagueland her carlieſt charms di knoy 
There firſt her tyrant beauties reigi d; 1 || 
Where'er the lopk'd, ſhe conqueſt gain ud. © 
No heart the glances could repel, 5 

The Teagues in ſhoals before ö 

And trotting bogs was all the art, | 
| The ſound had left . 


* 


She near diſpropled 51 the nation : e n So MA, 
Though the, good foul, to fave took care 
. 4 


All, all the could from ſad deſpair. | 88 , 
From thence the hither came to prove _ „„ 
if * her chunt ala kindle love: N 


© * Elina gout, — ene. 
3 F A 2 — 


4 "D In sa rs 0K „ 
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